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Farewell ! — each fading wreath that dies. 
And prone on earth neglected lies^ 
Each rose, which shrinking, wan and pale. 
Yields its last breath to Autumn's gale. 



2 THE LAST AUTUMN 



My silent tears deplore : 
I hear a voice in evpry breeze^ 
An echo speaks amid those trees^ 
" For thee no more these shades shall plea^Bi 

" For thee they bloom no more V* 



What stranger's eye with calm surprise 
Shall see your varied buds arise ? 
Not prompt like mine to mark each bloom^ 
Or rapturous hail the lov'd perfume 

Of my orvn^planled bowers ? 
The hand alone that cultured^ knows 
The pleasure that such toil bestows ; 
They yield to love and care alone 

The treasure of their flowers. 



Oh \ scenes to love and memory dear. 
Through joy and ^ef, where many a year 
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i 

My varied hours have run ; — 
If purest bliss my heart has known. 
If deepest grief my soul o'erthrown. 
Here each extreme has been my own, 

And each its course begun. 



What future home shall bid arise 
Youth's roseate hours, joy's sunny skies. 
Life's early dreams, and mem'ry's sighs. 

Which these loved scenes endear ? 
O'er Autumn's brief and changeful hours 
The storm of age and winter lours : 
Gray hope no more puts forth her flowers. 

They sprung, and vanish kere.^ 



Through yonder glades, which Autumn now 
Has wrapped in tints of richest glow ; 
Where ash and beech with golden gleam. 
Bright in the crimson sunset stream ; 



THE LAST AUTUMN 

Where then the vernal lilacs bloomed^ 
And primrose buds each breeze perfumed^ 
And waving hawthorns o'er her head 
A silvery shower of blossoms shed^ 
My sister walked ; — ^I marked her air. 
And youth, and hope, and joy were there : 
And beauty o'er her n3rmph-like fece 
Had shed its soft and transient grace. 
Waved the dark hair, and o'er the brow 
Had given its polished curves to flow : 
The rising gale that meets my ear 
Still seems her gentle voice to bear. 
The cheerful dear familiar tone 
That spoke of hope and peace alone : 
And he she loved was by her side : — 
So soon to be his happy bride ! 
Plight the pure faith, and breathe the vow 
To love through life as they love now. 
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And realize those dreams of heayen, 
Wliich but to youth's Uest mom are given : 
How soft her blush ! how bright her smile ! 
Alas ! unconscious she the while> 
That the fresh wreaths which o'er her wave 
Would wither on her wintry grave ! 



Where wide yon flowery realm extends 
Which Autumn's bloom with Summer's blends^ 
O'er latticed fence and trellised bowers^ 
Where wind the musk-rose' latest flowers^ 
Wh^e mingling bright^ geraniums glow^ 
Wreathed with the myrtle's buds of snow^ 
And fuchsia's crimson tassels fair 
Float lightly on the freshening air ; 
How often was she seen to stray^ 
At dewy mom or closing day. 
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Intent some radiant wreath to twine^ 
Some offering at affection's shrine^ 
While chaplets of that pale^ pure rose^ 
For her own modest brow, she chose ! 



'Twas fell consumption's treacherous power 
That bowed her to her early tomb ; 
That lent her eyes their dazzling fite, 
And flushed her cheek with hectic bloom : 
Tho' o'er her fair and wasted hee 
Each azure vein we well might trace. 
Yet still with patient hope she smiled. 
And hope each lingering hour beguiled ; 
And love and friendship o'er her bed 
Their sun-set gleams of radiance shed ; 
And death so gently on her crept 
We deemed not that she died, — 'but slept 
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Loved sister of my heart ! my own^ 
Too early lost, too lately known. 
Whom tears, nor prayers, nor skill could save. 
Meek inmate of a timeless grave, — 
Still dear the lonely scenes must be. 
That speak of grief, and love, and thee ! 



— 'And here he dwelt! — amid these bowers. 
Whose shrubs perfiime the lawn ; 
The happy birds' wild minstrelsy 
Awoke him here at dawn !' 
Pure as the blush which morning wears 
Was that fair cheek's soft mantling hue. 
And hare-bells bathed in twilight's tears 
Ne'er matched that eye's bright sparkling blue : ' 
His cherub voice was on the breeze. 
His frolic step beneath those trees : 



8 THE LAST AUTUMN 

Within that hawthorn's ancient shade^ 
At noon in rosy health he played^ 
(How proud each humble bud to view^ 
Which in his own, own garden grew !) 
Its circling verge his loved domain. 
Where yet some wild-grown flowers remain : 
Years have passed on, but still the place 
Sorrowing my pensive footsteps trace. 
Where tangled boughs obscure the day 
Or but admit a sickly ray. 
Where the pale pink more pallid grows. 
And faint and scentless droops the rose. 



'Twas here, secure firom sorrow's blast. 
His bright and brief existence past, 
£'en like the wind-harp's thrilling strain, 
'Twas sweet, but ne'er shall wake again ! 
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What visions doud these parting hours, 
What sadness shrouds the fading bowers ! 

4 

Haste ! haste ! and bid these shades adieu. 
Which thus my bursting grief renew ! 
Why stream my tears, why bleeds my heart. 
From scenes thus steeped in woe to part ? 
My child ! my child ! — no more thy name 
These faultering, trembling lips proclaim. 
No soft voice answers from those shades,— 
He comes not bounding through the glades ! 

Radiant with health and bloom he rose 
That morning from his blest repose, 
To press ere evening, chang'd and low, 
That couch which ne'er shall dawn-light know. 



Oh memory, cease !— oh time, controul 
The grief, which deep within my soul 
B 2 
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A hidden volume lies^-^ 

Of other griefs the wounds have healed. 

Of other tears the source been sealed. 

And passing years have o'er my head 

The dews of blest oblivion shed 

For many a later pain ; 

But this, undying, undecayed. 

Can only with existence fade. 

One oidy consolation know. 

Of all that earth and skies bestow. 

This world alone divides us now, 

—In Heaven we meet again ! 



Where clematis its odour breathes. 
And hangs its tasselled feathery wreaths. 
Which fading now, in wild decay 
To every breeze of Autumn play. 
Where yellow leaves have strewn the seat. 
The lonely robin's lov'd retreat. 
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My Father rested in the sun :— 
Weil-nigh his earthly journey done ! — 
O'er the {(ale brow and silvery head 
Her blighting dews had Sickness shed. 
Bowed the fine frame^ and Pain^ and Care 
Had lefit their withering traces there : 
But still the bright and eagle eye 
Spoke courage firm and purpose high : 
Calm and resigned^ he bade^ like me, 
A long farewell to herb and tree^ 
Saw his last Autumn's sun decline 
With fortitude^ how unlike mine ! 
For those he lov'd alone he moum'd^ 
To them his parting spirit turned^ 
Nor for himself could life supply 
One fond regret^ one half-breathed sigh^ 
One fear to meet the fate so nigh^ — 
One wish to linger here ! 
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Farewell yon terrace's sunny mounds 
Its time-worn urns with woodbine bounds 
With sculptured masks so quaintly gay 
Calm smiling in serene decay : 
Its low gray walls which jasmines climbed^ 
Where sweetbriar and roses twined : 
Light through its ^nderous balustrade^ 
The trembling bells of bind-weed played^ 
From each worn crevice, shooting fair. 
Some self-sown herb perfumed the air. 
In tangled wreaths the violets hung. 
In golden bloom the wall-flower sprung. 
And time and age had o'er it thrown 
A grace and beauty all their own : 
Who now shall climb its steps, to view 
The Summer sunset bathed in dew ? 
Drink the rich scents which steaming rise 
When purple evening paints the skies. 
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Where jasmines through the dewy gloom 
Load ihe dim air with faint perfume ? 
— Or loitering watch the moon-light beam 
Across its chequered pavement stream^ 
Silvering with light each feathery spray 
As gleams or fades the yarying*ray. 
Oft quivering o'er the flower-beds near. 
Where thousand stems their bloom uprear. 
Where veiled in dew the violets sleep. 
And moon-light watch the fox-gloves keep. 

And gorgeous hollyoaks ranked around 
With long tall shadows mark the ground: 
— Or linger there till stars arise 
Gemming the east with sparkling eyes, 
(Surprized when midnight's drowsy hour. 
Sounds faintly from yon village tower. 
Startling the night with silvery chime :) 
— Or musing watch their pale decline ? 
— Or prize it with a love like mine ? 
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Fair towering there on either side 
The bay-trees reared their stately pride> 
Unscathed by storm or wintry air^ 
"Their spicy blossoms flourished there ! 
How oft they won the stranger's praise 
(Expressed in Holy Scripture's phrase/) 
When green amid December's snows 
Their varnished foliage darkly rose ! 



Marking the lapse of tranquil hours t 
A dial stood amid the flowers. 
How often have I paused^ to twine 
Yon moss-rose wreaths around its shrine ! 
No hand might pluck those treasured lowers 
That bloomed to charm the fleeting hours^ 



• See Psalms, 
t '* Hon non numero nisi Serenas." 
*' I count only the bouis that are serene." 

(Intcripttom on a tun^diaLJ 
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Untouched their lofty blossoms rose^ 
Untouched their fiaded leaves repose ; 
Upon that base of mossy stone 
They died, as they had lived, — alone. 



Where ypn tall lime-trees screen the lawn. 
And lure the bees at early dawn. 
Secure within the fragrant shade 
The dove her mossy dwelling made : 
At twilight's dim and doubtful hour. 
Her deep voice murmured from my bower : 
Emblem of peace, and love, and rest. 
Grateful I hailed the timid guest ; 
And bade around her secret shrine 
The briony and ivy twine. 



Farewell, ye old* patrician trees. 
Proud ornament of scenes like these ; 

• Cowley. 
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Ye lofty elms I whose booghg have seen 

Two hundred springs renew your green^ 

And spread o'er pleasures long decayed 

Your deep and venerable shade ! 

Dear to the rooks ; — ^in earliest Spring 

The busy tribes were on the wing. 

When March winds bowed the tree's tall crest. 

And rudely shook the half-formed nest : 

Gay clamouring, on the light air borne, 

I heard the flight arrive at mom. 

While moaning winds were surging loud. 

And chilling show^s the dawn-light cloud ; 

Ere the low sun had drank the dew. 

Or sleep-closed flowers their bloom renew :— 

Say ! from what distant lands ye come. 

To claim with us your annual home ? 

And weave anew, in hope still blest. 

The old hereditary nest ? 
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Ah 1 not far me, retarning Spring 
Shall here your busy numbers bring : 
Ah ! not for me again to trace. 
The wiles of your sagacious race> 
To watch your toils^ and^ day by day^ 
Idly^ your busy work survey : 
To see you on the lawn alight^ 
Or, wheeling, soar in rapid flight. 
Intent some ponderous branch to tear 
From yon old willow, crisp and bare,— 
Or from some pilfering neighbour wrest 
The mossy spoil that lined his nest. 



Though here no more the household hearth 
Shall echo to my children's mirth. 
No more, calm-floating on the breeze. 
Its blue smoke curl above these trees. 
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(While its bright blaze reflecud shone 
On all I loved to call my own,) 
Tho' dim the hall§, the chambers cloe^ 
Where social love and peace reposed, 
Tho' from the barred and silent gate 
No welcome I again await, — 
Oh ! ever may its green domain 
A safe retreat for i/ou contain, 
Unharmed, and joyons may ye soar I 
Tho' I shall see yonr haunts no more. 



'Tis past ! — for me some home may rise 

'Mid distant bowers and kinder skies. 

Whose loftier halls, and ampler space, 

May ail these humbler charms efface : 

my hooks, in stately rows, 

lir their marshall'd ranks disclose. 
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And to the fire's wide-fiashing ray^ 

Their gold-emblazoned coats display : 

Again the china's brilliant dyes 

In gay and rich confosion rise ; 

And other flowers may spread their bbom^ 

And breathe their fragrance round my room : 

Again the pendul^s sDvery tone 

May tell how studious hours have flown, 

Or, (welcome to the watchful ear !) 

Announce that those I love are near ; 

Again the lamps, in order bright^ 

May pour around their softened light. 

The magic ray and mellowing beam^ 

O'er picture^ vase, and mirror stream ; ** 

The high-heaped hearth again may blase. 

And shine on friends of other days : 

But ne'er again shall time restore 

The charm which here each object wore. 
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Or e'er the heart such gladness prove. 
As 'mid the scenes of early love. 

Dim through the veil of parted years 
So soft, BO bir, the past appears ; 
So pure the tints that memory throws. 
So bright of hope the sun-set glows. 
That prouder domes might ne'er impart 
So sweet a solace to the heart. 
Or ever bowers so blest appear 
As these I leave, relnctant, here. 
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Ah^ reare^ in faiiy bowers. 

Bright visionary flowers^ 
That shrunk and faded in life's glowing noon, — 

Qsy tints o'er April skies. 

That shed your rain-bow d3res. 
So soon obscured by sorrow's thick'ning gloom ! 

* Dr. Johosoo. 
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26 FBA6MENT8. 

Ye hours ! when social mirth 

Rose round the blazing hearth^ 
When childhood's artless glee and sports were ours^ 

Is every transport dead ? 

Each smiling presage fled 
Which strewed his early path with swiftly-feding 
flowers ? 



That mind-illumined face 

'Tis memory's still to trace. 
While from her thought-fixed eyes the tear-drops 
start. 

Each faded charm to stay. 

Each vanished grace pourtray. 
And dasp the tablet to her bursting heart. 



FBAOMSNT8. 27 

OH ! let the hallowed shell 

He loved in life so well. 
In artless accents pour a requiem lay ; 

And as the numbers swell. 

Breathe a long, last fisurewell. 
To him so loved, so prized from childhood's earliest 
day. 



In vain the solemn shades 

No earthly light pervades. 
Shroud thy sad fate horn every human eye ; 

Fancy her aid intrudes. 

The awful pall removes. 
And bids my shuddering soul the fatal truth descry 



At midnight's solemn hour. 
When round the tempests lour. 



26 FBAOMBNT8. * 

Waking I starts and, tremblings think of thee ! 

I hear the wild waves dashj 

The straining vessel crash. — 
Peace ! warring night winds, peace !— rest ! rest ! 
thou stormy sea ! 



Hark ! on the midnight blast 

A sound of horror past ! 
'Twas the last shriek ! — she sinks ! — Oh ! mercy> 
Heaven ! 

Phantoms of anguish cease ! 

Leave, leave my soul to peace. 
Nor be my harassed brain to sudden frenzy driven !. 



Again the visions rise ! 

I mark those death-fixed eyes, ' 



FRAOMBNT8. 29 

That pallid form so changed^ and yet so dear : — 

The tempest raves no more ; 

Life's last sad scene is o'er ; 
Serene he sleeps^ nor claims thy fruitless tear. 



Or does some Indian Isle^ 

Where springs eternal smile^ 
Echo his plaint and list his lonely sigh ? 

Through the long dreary nighty 

Tends he the beacon light? 
Ordimbs at dawn the rock, some passing sail to spy? 

Oh, no ! all hope is o'er. 

We meet on earth no more. 
Not one faint gleam to soothe thy grief is given ; 

That form so mourned, so dear. 

Floats on a watery bier. 
That spirit so beloved thy coming waits — ^inHeaven. 



30 FRAGMENTS. 

Peace to thee> gentle shade ! 

Thy debt to nature paid: 
Cease^ cease> ye strains ! sacred to grief and love ; 

Too fast the tear drops flow^ 

Too keen my sense of woe> 
Even in yonr soothing sounds a short relief to 
prove. 



31 



Cl^e iSvttm, 



IlflTATXO FBOM TBM VAIOSB. 



At dawn I left my sleepless pillow> 
My couch of pain by sorrow presto 

And wandering wooed the gales of mornings 
To calm and cool my feyerish breast 



Slow past the nighty and slow the morrow 
Beamed on these wakeful, tearful eyes ; 

Oh ! why to her who lives to sorrow 
Should morning's beams again anse ? 



32 THE DREAM. 

Soft zephyrs shook the trembling foliage^ 
And bowed the poplar's silvery crest. 

When, worn with grief and faint with anguish. 
Beneath its shade I sunk to rest. 



And mingled sounds of winds and waters 
With lulling power had banished pain ; 

From rest so sweet, from sleep so precious. 
Why did I ever wake again ?' 

The wild-bee lent her plaintive murmur. 
The waters joined their lulling fall : 

Ah, mother ! why did dreams in slumber 
The shades of former joys recall ? 



The voice I loved, the smile I cherished. 
The form of him I wept, restore. 

And bid this bosom throb with rapture. 
Which ne'er shall wake to pleasure mcHre. 



THB DBBAM. 33 

Oh^ mother ! when his shade descending 

Had hushed each grief and soothed each pain. 

From dream so sweet> from sleep so precious^ 
Why did I ever wake again. 



c 2 
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e^t Bping gHUQun to trr %oi>rr» 



WHO OFFBESD HXft FU>WXBfr 



UflTATSD FBOM THS OU> OSAMAir. 



! w«Ulft4 



What arails the flowret's bloom ? 

'Tis to wither on my tomb ; 

Or that rose-bud^ ruby red. 

To deck the breast whence life has fled ? 



Ve8> 'tis hard in youth to die> 
To light and life to bid farewell; 

To the warm and cheerful sky^ 
To the world I loved so well. 



THB DYINO MAIDBN TO HSR LOVBR. 35 



Sadder yet from thee to part, 

Yoath beloved ! now doubly dear ; 

Solace of this sinking heart 
In this hour of pain and fear. 



Not to form my bridal wreath. 
Not to strew the couch of love. 

Do these flowers their odours breathe. 
Has thy hand this garland wove. 



Withering o'er my recent tornb^ 

Thou their blighted blooms shalt see ; 

Emblems of my early doom. 
Gathered ere their prime, like me. 



Say, when all these pangs are o'er, 
, Where shall this pale form recline ? 
Where the yew's funeral boughs 
Dripping in the moonlight shine ? 



to THB DYING MAIDSN 

No,— where turf and spring-flow^s drink 
Summer'B warmest, balmiest dew. 

There thy care the grave shall dress. 
There thy hand the flowers shall strew : 



Vainly, — to the dead beneath 
What avails the rose's bloom. 

Or the violet's fragrant breath 

Scattered o'er the cold damp tomb? 



In the visions of the ni^t 

I have seen the place aright ; 

Wandering through the church-yard's gloom, 

Methought I reached a new-made Unnb ; 

Wide it was, and dark and deep. 

There shall I so soundly sleep ; 

They shall carry me with pain. 

Whence I ne'er shall go again : 



TO HBR liOVSR. 3? 

Eyening's shade shall softly dose 
O'er my long and deep repose ; 
Ceased at lei^th the paining knell> 
Every friend shall bid farewell. 
And, forsaking her they mourn. 
Slowly to their homes return ; 
While upon the lonely grave 
Winter winds unheeded rave. 



Absent friends may meet again. 
Future hours their bliss restore, 

Hope may soothe their parting pain,- 
But we part to meet no more- 



What avails the rose's bloom ? 

'Tis to wither o'er my tomb ; 

Or that rose-bud, ruby red. 

To deck the breast whence life has fled ? 



1 



38 



lElvU avSf iSl0ee» 



A DANISH BALLAD. 



a- Ohh—rhUg»rt ' 
' Oka tna 4i*iib tlM 4Md r 



This andent ballad is founded on a tradition, often referred to in the 
early Danish poetry, which supposes **that the grief of surviving aflbction 
distuxhs the departed;" and there is something very toudiing in the senti- 
ment urged as a naotive for exerting fortitude and for restraining sonow. 
This bc^ef is probably common to the other northern nations, for it is 
alluded to in Mni. Grant's *' Essay on the Superstitions of the Hightauids,'* 
and the instance she there ^ves of it is not very dissimilar to the one 
whidi is the su\^ect of the following ballad. 



The warder's bom has sounded^ 
The castle gates unfold ; 

High on his stately courser. 
Glittering in arms and gold. 



BLBIC AND BL8BB. 39 

The young and noble Elric 

Is come to claim his bride. 
Returned firom Paynim warfieure 

With heart unchanged and tried. 



Serene in youthful beauty. 
The maid consenting smiled ; 

The white-rose wreaths were woven. 
And love each hour beguiled. 



Alas ! that death's chill venom 
Should lurk where roses bloom. 

That love and pleasure's earliest flowers 
Should wither in the tomb. 



Through summer bowers they wandered. 
The moon her soft light gave : 

When that fidl moon again returned. 
It shpne on Elric's grave. 



40 BLRIG AND ELSXB. 



Heart-Struck, in frantic anguish. 
The maid all comfort fled : 

Have tears and sighs the power 
To wake the buried dead ? 



Can aught of human sorrow 
Disturb their last cold sleep ? 

Oh ! cease, beloved Elsee ! 
Thy lover hears thee weep. 



Within his grave he stirs him. 

He bursts its portals dread. 
Slow through the midnight glocmi he hies. 

With light and noiseless tread. 



BLRIC AND BL8BB. 41 

Lo ! at her chamber's portal 

The pale dead form is seen :-* 
''Awake! beloved EUee, 

*' And let thy Elric in." 



From light and troubled slumber 
Starting the maiden rose ; 

'^ What voice, so loved, so precious, 
^* Awakes me to my woes ? 



€< 
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I dare not look upon thee, 

*' I dare not let thee in. 

Until thou nam'st His holy name 

" Who died for us, and sin." 



" — Oh, Elsee ! loved and cherished, 
" Why wilt thou still repine ! 

'* Can aught of sorrow pierce thy heart 
*' Which is not felt by mine ? 



43 BLBIC AND ELSES- 

" Not e'en in death's chill slumber 
" Can my worn spirit rest, 

'^ While grief and hopeless anguish 
*' Prey on that youthful breast. 



" When smiles and peace surround thee> 
'* E'en in the grave's cold gloom, 

^' Then freshest flowers, and roses sweet, 
^' Around my pale head bloom : 



€€ 



« 



But when thy tears, despairing, 
^* In ceaseless showers are shed. 
Then drops of blood bathe iby chill brow, 
'* And o'er my limbs are spread. 



« 



« 



Hark ! through the night's still darkness, 
*' The cock's shrill roice I hear ; 
It warns me to my narrow house, 
" Ere mom's first beams appear : 



f€ 
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Yon stars- with waning lustre 
*' Before the dawn-light flee :— 
The grare is for the parted dead^ 
" Bnt light and lifo for thee \" 



His fleeting steps she followed. 
One star its pale li^t gave ; 

Itsiiednt and trembling lustre 
Streamed o'er her lover's grare. 



''^Here part the dead and living : 
'* No more my steps pursue : 

" No forther ma/st thou follow ! — 
** Adieu ! a last adieu !" 



He said; she sank in silence. 
Her pale cheek prest the grave. 

And o'er its chilling verdure 
Her long damp tresses wave. 



44 BLRIC AND KL8BB. 

The morning-ligbt returning 
Beamed on Her snow-cold hreoBt, 

No pulse its life-blood warming ; 
The maid had sunk to rest ! 
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Iwtviptinn 



CNDBR A PICTURB OP CUPID SLKBPINO. 



PKOM THB OBRMAN OP OOBTHB. 

Disturb Him not ! be softly rests : 
Wake not the dreaming rosy boy ; 

Rather the rescued moments seize. 
And give to Wisdom's best employ. 

So while the cradled infant sleeps 
The mother plies her distaff nigh ; 

Too soon the playful urchin wakes. 

And bids her' peaceful labours fly. 
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€^t Uin9M», 



IMITATED FBOM THC SPANISH. 



"A U loaibn da mia wiIwIIm 

« 
Mi i|u«cido M aduimluk" 



Free to the perfumed summer air 
My long loose tresses lightly played^ 

While leaning on my shoulder fair 

My loved one slept beneath their shade. 

The vagrant ringlets, lightly curling, 
Swept o'er his cheek as zephyr blew : 

Can he forget the tranquil slumber 
Which then beneath their shade he knew ? 



THE RINOLBT8. 47 

Can he forget the tender praises 

He lavished on their nut-brown pride> 

When mermaid-like they streamed around me 
And vefled me in their floating tide ? 



Can he forget the chastened pleasure 

With which I watched his slumbering eyes. 

While evening's cool and fragrant breezes 
Breathed round our couch their balmy sighs ! 



The whispered vows^ the soft caresses. 
Which gave his willing soul to me. 

Which bound^me to his love for ever. 
Can he forget ! — ^nor cease to be ? 
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C|e (S^ut^ of Vit»t 



If I wait tha gtvn ia njr houM ; I •haU nwlM my bad in Um daikiMM. 

Job, cbm^. xrB. 

k ao darioa or knowlodge is th* gtaro, whitlur thou hMtonotli. 

Bcci.wi*mcpi 



'* —Oh, weave for me some brighter bowers. 
Where care has never gloomed the day. 

And rear for me some fairer flowers, — 
My sweetest bud is torn away ! 

And twine for me of heavenly growth. 
Some wreath of l)r]ght immortal bloom. 

Unlike the frail and transient sweets 
That withered o'er my darling's tomb. 



THB COUCH OP REST. 49 

And bear me from this bed of paiii> 
To some soft couch of downy rest^ 

Whose pillow ne'er was stained by tears. 
Or by grief's aching temples prest. 

And bid some bud of opiate power 
In balmy dews my temples steep^ 

To still the throbbing pulse of care^ 
And dose these eyes^ that wake to weep. 

Oh; haste ! — let love's^ let friendship's hand 
The couch of ease and peace prepare : 

I'll rest beneath its curtained shade> 
Nor dream of pain or sorrow there." 

'' — Deep o'er that low, that narrow bed. 
The shrouding folds of darkness fall. 

And calm and tranquil mayst thou sleep. 
Reclined beneath its shadowy pall. 

D 



50 THE COUCH OF REST. 

No voice of kindness there shall breathe^ 
Or love's fond eye that gloom explore ; 

Or friendship lift that awful veil 
Or dare one trembling visit more. 

By all forsaken and forgot. 

Even those thou loved'st shall pass thee by ; 
Shall shuddering quit the gloomy spot. 

And heav^ for thee a distant sigh. 
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et^t S^tattf 



A NORWEGIAN BALLAD. 



FBOM THB OJERHAN OF MULLBR. 



The Norse-King's fair-Haired daughter 
Sits in Her splendid bowers ; 

And dreams of love and sorrow 
Beguile Her lonely Hours. 



No joy firom. courtly revels 
The blue-eyed maid receives ; 

For Him^ the loved, the absent, 
A glittering scarf she weaves. 



52 THE SCARF. 

And dawn^ and sun-set's radiance. 
The busy work beholds. 

And moonlight's dewy lustre 
Gleams on its glistening folds. 

Still o'er her loom she carolled — 
*^ Breathe soft ! ye vernal gales, 

" And swell with favouring breezes 
'< My lover's Hngering sails." 

Silver and sable tressure 
The silken tissue graced, 

And on its burnished border 
The maid her name had traced. 



While noble suitors round her 
In mail-clad splendour shine. 

Each youthful warrior whirred, 
'* Oh ! might that scarf be mine !' 



THX SCARF. 53 



Still o'er her loom she carolled^ 
" Flow soft ! thou summer sea ! 

'* And bear on gentle billows 
" My heart's true love to me !" 

And autumn's roses round her 
Their fading fragrance strew^ 

Yet still their ceaseless labour 
Her snowy hands pursue : 

X 

As at her gilded lattice 

Her busy work she plies :-— 

Tom by some sudden whirlwind^ 
The rustling tissue flies. 

Amazed the maid beheld it 
To wafiting winds a prey^ 

And saw the spangled treasure 
Borne from her sight away. 



54 THB SCARP. 

Her drooping heart received it 

As ominous of ill ; 
Loud howled the rising tempest. 

The evening gales blew shrill : 

And screaming sea-gulls land- ward 
Their eager pinions ply; 

She saw their snow-white plumage 
Glance through the darkening sky. 

Forth from her perfumed coffer 

A sable veil she drew. 
And o'er her shivering bosom 

The mourning mantle threw. 

Still on her couch she murmured, 
'* Rest ! rest ! thou stormy sea ! 

" Nor let thy foam- white billows 
'^ Divide my love from me.'* 



THB SCARF. 55 

Three days and nights desponding 

In sable weeds she sate ; 
When hark ! the warder's clarion 

Peals from the lofty gate. 

A vassal's hasty summons 

Has scared the midnight's sleep ; — 
'' The King's fair fleet has perished^ — 

" Floats shipwrecked on the deep. 



" Wild o'er the lofty vessels 
" ITie driving tempests rave, 

" And many a gallant warrior 
" Has found a watery grave. 

'* And arms and treasures floating, 
" Bestrew the sea-beat shore, 

" And many a youthful lover 
" Shall see his bride no more." 



Pale in the pallid moonlight, 

The beart-Btmcic m&ideii itands : 

" And what the gument, Btranger i 
" Which glitters in thy hands ?" 

" A scarf; — the wares have steeped it ; 

" I brought it &om you shore, 
" And he in life who prized it 

" Shall aerer heed it more : 

" A young and death-pale warrior 
" Had wrapped it round hia breast, 

" And to his lifekss boeotn, 

" The silken folds were preet." — 

" — Oh ! base and cruel stranger 
'lelplese clay, 
hoa from its master 
red pledge away ? 



THB 8CABF. 57 

" Take back its useless treasure 

^' To where his pale limbs rest, 
'' And let it still enshroud him^ 

" And to his heart be prest." 

'* Haste ! haste ! his grave make ready ; 

*' His bride prepared shall be : 
" Within that narrow chamber^ 

" Leave ! leave a place for me !" 
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WRITTEN IN A TILLAOJEE CHVBCHYABO* 

NBAR ▲ GRAVE IN WHICH A CHILD AND HIS MOTHER HAD -BEEN 

BVCCESSITELY INTERRED* 

** In morte non divisa." 

Whoe'er thou art, whose chance-directed tread 
Strays o'er these lonely mansions of the dead. 
Where no fond hand at morn has scatter'd flowers. 
And no loved friend has wept at evening hours, 
Mark, as thine eye this moss-grown stone surveys. 
One humble tomb that asks nor tear, nor praise ; 
Whose lowly tenant claims no passing sigh. 
Nor deemed it bliss to live, or grief to die : 
Calm on that hour with heaven-taught faith she 

smiled. 
And blest the hand which led her to her child ; 



WRITTEN IN A VILLAOB CHURCHYARD. 59 

Bade her in death his grave's lone quiet share, 
And granted love and grief's impassioned prayer. 



Unknown^ forgot, contented thus to rest 
On the loved pillow of her darling's breast. 
She asks not kindred's sigh or friendship's tear. 
Or widowed love to bend in anguish here ; — 
She bids them fly: — resign the death-changed form 
To the grave's darkness, and its tenant worm ; 
Yield to the voice of nature unreproved. 
And shun in death whom best in life they loved. 



00 



Cl^f ^Avtint* 



A BOMANCK PROM TBK SPAWISH. 



*' Vete« amor ! veCe, 
Miia que anumesoe." 



Stealing o'er the shades of nighty 
Slowly dawns the rosy day> 

Speedy oh ! speed thy lingering flighty 
Rise^ my love ! and haste away. 



Ours the dark^ the silent hours> 

Night's cool shades^ and shadows dun> 

Doomed to own a tyrant power. 
Severed by the rising sun. 



THB PARTTKO. 61 

Leave^oh! kaye these drding amis. 

Not e'en love thy steps detain^ 
Thus unseen mayst thoa depart. 

Thus unknown return sgain. 

Not for us in pleasure's wreath 

Does the thomless rose appear^ 
Doomed in swift reverse to prove 

Rapturous joy and chilling fear. 

Burst the bcmds of languid sleep !— * 
Brighter flames the coming day 

O'er 3ron mountain's misty steep.-— 
Wake> my love ! and haste away. 

When* the sun from half-blown flowers 

Steals the dewy gems of mom^ 
Then I weep a richer pearly 

From my arms untimely torn. 



62 THB PABTINO. 

Veiled in clouds of purest wliite> 
Fair to all the new-bom day ; 

But I mourn its dawning lights — 
Rise> my love ! and haste away. 

Busy footsteps wander nigh. 

Whispering voices murmur near : 

Save me, love ! — arise and fly. 
Swift dispel this chilling fear. 

Happier hours and lengthened bliss 
Shall love's treasured debt repay. 

Shall redeem this parting kiss... 
Haste, my love ! — ^away, away ! 
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^vagmtntf 



PROM TBB OmUUAM OP KLOPtTOCK. 



** Wiedenchen i O du Uebendai wieder-Mbeo." 



— To meet again ! oh ! blessed^ happy thought ! 
Even in the grave to lay me down beside him^ 
To mix my dust with that which while it lived 
Was dearest^ loveliest^ most precious to me^ 
Even that were bliss !... but to behold his hce. 
To see him brightening in celestial bloom^ 
And radiant with immortality ! . . . 
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€^t ^KLammu 



THE MOTHER LAMENTS THE LOSS OF HER CHILD. 



** I shall go to him« but he shall not return unto me." 

Samuxi. II. 



A wBART life is vane, my love^ 

A weary life is mine^ 
To miss thee wheresoe'er I rove. 

In endless grief to pine ; 
To feel each mom's returning ray^ 

Each eve my tears renew.; 
And e'en my very dreams repeat 

Thy last^ thy sad adieu^ my child ! 
. Thy last^ thy sad adieu ! 



THB MOTHER LAMXNT8^ &C 65 

Oh ! when shall death with gentle hand. 
This weary being dose, 

V 

And rest me in the humble spot. 

Where thy dear limbs repose ? 
I must cast off this mortal veil, 

Victor o'er death and pain ; 
I must pass-through the grave's dark gates, 
Ere we two meet again, my dbild ! 

Ere we two meet again ! 



Mine be a wreath of funeral flowers. 

The sickly-scented rue. 
The rosemary of pallid bloom. 

Meet herb o'er graves to strew : 
The buds of spring, the rose of May, 

Far from my couch remove. 
Nor bid me view their beauty bloom 

When passed is all I love ! 



66 THE HOTHBR LAMENTS 

Faint beats niy Hearty low throbs my pulse^ 

Soon shall that throb be o'er ; 
And faint and slow the current glides^ 

Which soon shall flow no more. 
Is it thy spirit hovering o'er. 

That whispers hope and peace ? 
That bids the trembling doubts and fears 

Of anxious nature cease ? 



Fair wert thou in thy Hving hour. 

And bright thy soft cheek's rose. 
But fairer yet thy sainted form 

That blesses my repose : 
The angel-shade which bending o'er 

My couch of pain I see. 
Which, smiling, bids me weep no more. 

But rise, and foUow thee ! 



THE LOSS OF HER CHILD. 67 

The wintry gale sighs round my bower^ 

Cold beats the heavy rain^ 
And slow returns each weary honr^ 

Till we two meet again : 
Not such the swift-winged hours of eve. 

Which here with thee I knew. 
When yon hearth's gay blaze warmed thy 
glowing cheek. 

And shone in thine eyes so blue ! 



Again its reddening beam illumes 

Thy couch, so dear to me ; 
And the light shines bright on thy vacant seat. 
Which ne'er shall shine on thee, my child ! 

It ne'er shall shine on thee.. 
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C^e intii0ilble §bpivit* 



A PRAOMSNT. 



IMITATBD FROM THJB ITALIAN OP LUIOI TAN8ILLO. 



The shepherd FilautOi overcome with gxief for the loss of his brid^ 
enters a forest with the reeoluti(m of destroying himsdf ; his purpose is 
arrested by a voice from a tree. 



THE VOICE. 

Stay thy rash deed ! nor thus with impious hand^ 
The appointed purpose of high Heav'n oppose : 
Stay thjr rash deed ! 'tis Heaven commands thee^ 

stay! 
Nor with the stain of guilty blood profime. 
My tender shrubs and love-devoted flowers. 



PILAUTO. 

What spirit's voice, thus bursting from the tree. 
Bids me prolong a life I seek to close ? 



THB INYISIBLS SPIRIT. 69 

THB VOIOB. 

Hold ! suffering wretch ! for better, Hapiuer Hours, 
For days of peace, kind Heaven commands thee 

live: 
Yield and obey ; — «o shall my voice unfold 
Such jo3rs, sudi wcmders as thy softened heart 
Shall with fresh life and new-bom transport 

hear. 



FILAUTO. 

Transport and joy for me live not on earth ; 
When through the gloomy gates of death IVe 

passed. 
Their new-bom sounds may welcome me to heaven. 
But can it be that in this cold damp bark 
A mortal voice, a human spirit dwells ? 
Or does some fiend mock my despairing soul, 
And bid me live, yet deeper pangs to know ? 



70 THB INYISIBLB SPIRIT. 

Or art thou of the Sylvan deities^ 
Such as^ erewhile^ in lone Egerian Grot^ 
Breathed her sweet counsels on Pompilius'. ear ? 
Oh ! Goddess^ if thou art^ or Driad N3rmph, 
If thou would'st still that in immortal green 
Thy tree should spread to heaven its favoured 

shoots^ 
Safe from the woodman's axe, the wintry shower. 
Or blasting lightning that with livid fire 
Might blight its buds and living green deform, — 
That still beneath its screen labour should rest 
And love and friendship meet within its shade, — 
Oh ! let it now a last retreat afibrd 
To one, who asks of all that earth can peld. 
But a small space— a shelter, and a tomb. 



THB VOICE. 

No wandering fiend, no woodland deity 



TAB INYISIBLB 8PIBIT. J I 

Am I : does then thy soul forget the maid 

Adored in life^ in death beloved too well ? 

Does grief^ does madness shroud thy smothered 

sense. 
That not thine ear her well-known voice recalls, 
Erewhile in life jbo gratefdl to thy sonl ? 



FILAUTO. 

'Tis she herself ! — Oh ! my awakening heart ! 
My life ! my bride ! my loved, my mourned one, 

speak! 
Speak ! show thyself ! and let my eager eyes 
Drink at the long closed fount of love and joy ! 



THE VOICE. 

It must not be ; unto thine ear alone 
Conviction is vouchsaf 'd : nor sight, nor touchy 
May to t]^y sense a further proof convey. 



72 THB INVISIBLK SPIRIT. 

FUiAUTO. 

Am I awake? or do I sleep entranced 
In bliss profound ?-— eternal be my dream ! 
But say, sweet Spirit ! does thy 



This passage it taken fhnn an Edogue of Luigi TaodUo« tlie author 
of the poem called La Balia; " The Nurse" which has been so beauti- 
fully translated by Bfr. Rosooe. 
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€^t Bibottt; 

OR THE WIFE OF HASSAN A6A. 

▲ir ILLYBIAN BALLAD. 
rBOM THB OSBMAN OW OOBTHB. 

What glistening wliite thro' the dark shadowy 
. woods 
Reflects the earliest sunbeam's rosy ray ? 
Is it die wintry snow that lingers still. 
Or snow-white swans that there their wings 
display ? 



The wintry snow has past in streams away. 
The swan far south her glittering pinion plies ; 

It is the gleam of Hassan Aga's tents : 

Sufferii^ and faint 'tis there he wounded lies. 



74 THE DIYOBCE. 

With duteous care to tend his couch of pain 
His mother and his sisters hastening come ; 

But she who loves him best^ his timid bride^ 
Waits his commands^ and weeps and sighs at 
home. . 



Soon as* returning health had tinged his cheeky 
The indignant scroll he bade his slaves unfold ; 

** Wait me no longer in my father's halls^ 
Nor ever more thy slighted Lord behold." , 



Heart-struck she heard^ while £rom her polished 
cheeky 

Th^ rosy hues (^ health and freshness fade ; 
O'er her fair limbs cold chilling tremors steals 

And dewy mists her full dark eyes o'ershade. 



THB DIVORCE. 76 

When^ Hark ! load echoing thro' the marble courts/ 
The courser's hoofs ; the gates are open riyen : 

Breathless she flies to meet her angry lord^ 
To dasp his knees — ^to weep— to be forgiven. 

'* Ah ! not our father comes to cheer thy heart ; 

(Her hapless children disappointed cry ;) 
It is thy brother Ibrahim who arrives^ 

With sullen mein and anger in his eye." 

Weeping, she sunk into her brother's arms : 
*' Oh, Ibrahim ! see and share thy sister's grief: 

Dismissed, divorced, the mother of these babes, 
-—Say, is it thine to bring some blest relief?' 

Silent and sullen he beheld her tears. 

And from the crimson silk unfolding drew 

The finished proof of Hassan Aga's wrath. 
And held the fatal parchment to her view : 



\»» 



76 TVB DJVOBOV* 

'^ Despise the wretch^ wHo tkus> without a cwae. 
Can worth and beauty from his couch remove ; 

Come unreluotant to thy father'« halla^^ 
And form a hazier tie^ and seek a newer love." 

She turned^ and on her childrea speechless gaj^'d ; 

She kissed their rosy cheeks whjch tears bedew; 
But^ of the helpless suckling at her breast> 

In vain she strove to take a last adieu. 

Around her neck it twined its dating hands ; 

Its cherub smiles a mother's cares implore : 
Stem Ibrahim snatehed it from her trembling a^n^s. 

And bore her feinting thro' the closing door* 

Too soon arriving at her fether's towers^ 

In mourning weeds she seeks her charms to hide ; 

But thro' the shadowy veil her beauty shon^ 
And wea^y lovers wooed her for their b|dde. 



THS BIVOBCX. 77 

Bagdad's rich Cadi seeks her for his own ; 

Weeping she strove her brother's soul to move : 
'* Not to another give this grief- worn form« 

Or deem this heart can know a second love. 



Dear^ tho' nnjust ; beloved^ tho' unkind ; 

Still fdl my hopes and jo3rs with Hassan rest. 
No mortal force can break the tie which binds 

My children's father to this sorrowing breast. 
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Say^ canst thou think my soul forgets the bliss 
" That once with him in happier hours I knew ? 
That^ ever perjured to another lord, 
'* I'd give the faith I ne'er from him withdrew?" 



Unmoved he heard ; he gave her shrinking hand ; 

Yet one last boon her timid lips implore : 
*' Say to the Cadi, that his sorrowing bride, 

'* Whose silent tears in vain her lot deplore. 



78 THE DIVORCB. 

'* Close veiled, and hid from every curious eye, 
" Entreats, that, when the bridal pomp appears 

** She may not view again her former home, 
*' She may not see her orphan children's temrs.' 



The Cadi heard — the humble wish obeyed ; 

And, pleased to shroud her horn the vulgar 
view. 
O'er the fair form and features of his bride. 

The rich-embroidered crimson veil he threw. 



Minstrels and guards in gay procession come ; ' 
Proud of their state, the rich- decked coursers 
move ; 

And now the bridal pomp has reached the dome. 
Once the dear home of Hassan and of love; 



THS DIVOBOB. J9 

Her diildren saw, and, vain her slight disguise : 
" Our mother comes ! oh, haste ! the feast 
prepare ! 

^'Wherefore, unkind^ hast thou delayed so long? 
" Why left us sorrowing to a stranger's care ?" 



She heard ; and turning to her glittering train, 
" Halt here (she said) before this much-loved 

door; 
The bridal gifts here let my children share : 
*^ Here let me weep and bless my babes once 

more." 



(t 



The guards obeyed ; the costly gifts she gave. 

The gold- wrought spurs one smiling boy possest ; 
And the gay robes, rich veils, and chains of pearl. 

With equal joy his rosy sisters blest. 



80 THB DivoacB. 

E'en o'er the cradled babe her trembling hand 
The embroidered shawls and costly coverings 
threw; 

'* Sweet cherub ! smil'st Uiou on thy mother's tears, 
^' Unconscious that they speak a last adieu f 



Unseen had Hassan gazed, and stem he spoke : 
''XJease, my beloved babes, to urge 3rour tender 
claims, 

" Your mother's heart no longer beats for jrou ; 
'* No trace of all her tenderness remains. 



'' Forgetful of pur former loves— of you ; 

** A second flame alone her bosom warms ; 
^' Oh ! cease, forsaken ones, to urge her stay ; 

'* Return to your deserted father's arms." 



THB mvORCB. 81 

Trembling and pale^ the keen reproach she heard ; 

And as the children from her arms retired^ 
Her breaking hearty escaping, burst its bonds : 

She sunk ; and^ shivering, with a sigh expired ! 



" In our road to the English head-quarten, from the oWTent of the 
PropagandJBtg, we met a marriage prooesdon. Fust came a penon bearing 
a box, kxriung Uke that knd o£ shew vdiidi it carried about in the streets 
of London, covered with gilding and ornaments : the use of this we could 
not Icazn. It con tai ned, piobablyr the bridal prasents. Next folowed 
two boys, superbly dressed, and mounted on very fine horses ridily 
cqmriaoned. Two grooms were hi attendance upon eadi of these 
horses. Then followed a grea^ number of men on foot. After these 
came the Inride, beneath a canopy supported by four men, and pre- 
ceded by a female attendant, yrho, as she walked, oontiaued to fim her 
with one of the semicircular fans of the country, made of di ffe rent l y - 
ooloured teaAen. Hw bride was anlbdy oorered l^ a veU of scarlet 
cnpe, qpan^ed firom head to foot ; die was supported on each side by a 
ftmale, vdled aooordio^ to the common custom of the country. -Then 
ficdlowed a band o£ musidans, playing upon hautboys and tambourines. 
After the muddans came a party of Almehs, screaming the AUelulia, as 
before described. The prooesrion deaed with a oonoouise of peopl»of all 
descriptions.'*— Dr. Clark^s Travels, 
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'< YedUa in aogno."— Filicaja. 

When sickness bowed my drooping Head^ 
And death's pale shades were o'er me spread^ 
I saw her ; — ^by my couch of sleep 
I heard a soft sigh breathing deep : 
Faint gleaming through the silent room^ 
The night-lamp scarce dispelled the gloom^ 
When lo ! her form its light revealed. 
By death's chill veil so long concealed. 



Still o'er that fair but wasted face 
Did loveliness maintain its place ; 
That youthful, slight and fragile form 
Seemed bending from the midnight storm. 



THB 8I8TBB. 83 

And o'er Her bosom's scasce-4een sweU, 
The long dark tresses loosely felL 
One shadowy hand upon her breast 
The dimly floating grave-clothes presto 
And one was raised in act to speak ;*- 
Pale^pale> was that once glowing cheek. 
And firom those dark and shaded eyes 
No more their wonted lustres rise. 



Oh ! loved and lost ! — my own in vain. 
And art thou given me thus again ? 
And shall the hour of death renew 
The bliss which once in life we knew ? 
Com'st thou, sweet saint ! so still and fair. 
Throng dewy clouds and midnight air. 
To guide my footsteps throng .the gloom. 
And lead me to our kindred's tomb ?— 



84 THB SISTEB. 

Mine be thy place of lowly rest^ 
The turf upon thy dear cheek presto 
The sacred dust which sleeps around^ 
Hallowing the more than holy ground^ 
And mine that slumber of the tomb> 
Which lulls thee^ till thy hour of doom : 
But who may hope the lot to share 
Which angels shall to thee dedare ? 
Oh I who may hope to reach that heaven, 
To thy tried faith and me^ness given ? 
Seraphs around thy humble shrine. 
Shall wake thee with their hymns divine. 
And pleased to crown the modest worth 
They watched over, while yet on earth. 
Present at the Eternal Throne 
A purity so like their own. 
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IMTTAXBD rmOM THS OCRMAIT OF OOBmS. 

"TrodmcCnkhtl trocknet nicht I 
'* Thrinen dor ewigen Uelie V* 

Flow stilly ye tears of sorrow ! 

Tears of eternal lore ; 
No gay retumhig morrow 

Shall e'er my grief remore. 

AiiAS ! viewed by that dim desponding eye> 
Frmn which, despair^ not patience^ dries the tear^ 

How dead^ how drear^ how silent^ how forsaken. 
Does the wide desert world appear ! 

Flow^ flow ye tears of sorrow^ 

Tears of eternal lore^ 
tlo gay bdght-beaming morrow 

Shall e'er my grief remove ! 



86 



ItSpitap^ on a <8:i^ini. 



" Being dead, stUl ipeaketh.** 

HXBBBWS.- 



Weep not^ that in the dreary tomb 

Ere manhood'3 bud^ in childhood's bloom^ 

Forlorn and dark I lie ; — 
Weep not — o'er early-£eiding flowers 
Doth summer shed her balmiest showers^ 
And soft and dear their transient hours. 

That ere their winter^ die. 

The glow of love, the smile of truth. 
The bounding pulse of health and youth. 
Childhood's wild glee, and bjiss sincere. 
Its rapturous hope, its transient tear. 



EPITAPH ON A CHILD. 87 

To me in life were given : 
Mother ! restrain that bursting grief 
Which yainly seeks on earth relief^ 
Assured^ who in the grave redine^ 
With spotless innocence like inine> 
May fearless wait the Archangel's sign. 

And sleep— to wake in heaven. 
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WItlTTXN ON A riKLD OT BATTLB, KBAR THS 6BA COAST, lit AFRICA, 
WHSRS THS SPANIARDS HAD RBBN DBFSATSD BY THS MOORS. 



FROM THS 8PANISH.-~HBRRSRA, BONBTO CI. 

Barbaric land ! that in thy clay-cold breast 
Wrapped'st the dread relics of the slaughtered 
brave. 

When Freedom bowed to earth her towering crest. 
And Valour stretched in vain her shield to save. 



Hark I as the wild winds sigh amid thy woods 
From their high oaks clashes the trophied mail ; 

O'er the rank grass the blood-stained corslet gleams. 
And mouldering pennons tremble in the gale. 



WBITTBN ON A FIELD OF BATTLE. 89 

(Oh^ not till Death had quenched the hero's fire 
Were those good swords^ those well-tried shields 
laid low> 

Not tiU the nerveless arm confest his power. 
Doomed the proad triumph of a barbarous foe.) 



And thou> oh Sea ! whose green dear wares were 
stained 
With noble blood, on high thy billows swell ; 
And while according winds join their deep notes. 
Breath round their echoing shores this last 
ferewell. 



Cf 
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Spirits of glory ! Warriors of the West ! 
" Your warfiare o'er, depart in peace to heav'n : 
The tears of Spain, the blessings of your race, 
'* (Valour's heroic meed,) to you be giren !" 
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FROM THS OBBMAH OF OOSTHX. 

" Whose yon grave^ where rose and myrtle^ 
^^Bays and ivy, blossom round? 
Where the glossy laurel towers, 
" By the vine's rich clusters crowned ? 



« 



" There at ere the red-breast warbles, 
'^ There the ring-dove loves to mourn ; 

'' There the grasshopper's gay carol 

'* Earliest greets the spring's return." — 



— '< Low beneath yon hill of fragrance. 

*' Loved and mourned^ Anacreon lies ; 
** Sweet the flowers that deck his pillow^ 

" Soft the sleep that seals his eyes. 



anacbbon's obayb. 91 

*' Summer's^ Spring's^ and Autumn's treasures^ 
'^ Each the laughing Poet crowned ; 

''Shelter from stem Winter's rigours 
" In this calm retreat he found." 
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^autftiiui Mnvatti to ^tt VHbnh* 

IlfllTAtbD ^ROM tAs ITALIAN. 

" DoDna I che tanto al mio bel sol jMaoesd.** 

Thou ! who too long in soft and rosy chains 
Held'st the dear object of my heart's best care ; 
Whose angel smile he still delights to praise^ 
Whose long loose tresses he still deems so fair ; 
Say^ did thy syren tongue's seducing strains 
His wrapt attention ever fail to move ? 
Did e'er those eyes on his their radiance bend. 
Nor met responsive tenderness and love ! 
From that fair face could he avert his gaze. 
To those soft accents turn a listless ear ? 

* Faustina Maratti was the daughter of the odebrated painter, Cario 
Manttif and wife of the poet Giambattista ZappL 



FAUSTINA MARATTI TO HBB BIVAL. 93 

^-Ah no ! in me alone his cold disdain 
Wakes the unheeded sigh, the unpitied tear. 
But why that rosy blush, that downcast eye, 
Those soft emotions which my fears fulfil ? 
Speak ! answer ! speak ! — nay, answer not, — 

forbear: 
Oh ! tell me not the ^se one loves thee still. 
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Inbutatiiin* 



IMITATXD FROM THE SPANISH OF OAR8ILJLSO OX I.A TSGA 



" O h^ de mi alma 
Poique de me te cdvidas !" 



-—Child of my soul ! 

Awhile n^lectful of thy mother's woe. 

Say, does thy seraph tongue forget to plead 

At the High Throne to speed the lingering hours 

When, casting off elate this veil of flesh, 

I may burst through the gloomy gates of death. 

And rush to life, to liberty, and thee ?— 

With thee to wander through celestial fields. 

With thee to nurse and tend unfading flowers ; 

Led by thy hand, by living founts to stray. 



INVOCATION. 95 

Through bowers of peace> and vallies whose cahn 

shades 
Have ne'er^ like these^ echoed the sounds of woe. 
Sdll to be near thee ; still my eager gaze 
Insatiate on thy cherub /ace to pour ; 
And while the tide of rapture swells my heart 
Entranced^ to hear some angel's voice pronounce 
" Absence nor death shall ever part ye moie V 
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OF THE CID RODRIGO AND XIMENA. 

FROM SKTKRAL ANCLBlfT SPANISH BALLADS. 

" La noble Ximena Gomez 
" Hija dd ecmde Lossno, 
" Con el Cid marido suyo 
" Sobre meia eftara haUando." 



*' Tiiste, qaexo«a y corrida 
" Viendole tomar el eqpada 
" Con lagrimas y saspiros 
" Le dice aquettas palabra8*< 



The glittering wine-cups graced the stately banquet^ 
Rodrigo sate beside his new-made bride^ 
Soon^ soon to quit lier^ 'midst the plains of slaughter^ 
Again to quell the Moorish rebels' pride. 

Her mild eyes fixed in steady gaze upon him^ 
Each well-known feature on her heart imprest ; 
Till startling tears obacilred the much-loved object ; 
She turned and wept^ and thus her grief exprest:— 



eii> floimfM ANV xnoBNA. 97 

Say I can tihy beart wbidi still to mim respoadcd. 
Its dearest liopes^ its shon^lired joys fat^ ^ 
How can'st thou risk a life to me so precioiis^ 
And rftth^ oil ! wHcKy nu& to nreet tlie foe? 

Thrice blest^ tlirice happy is the lowly damsel* 
W1k> never mourned the ilk which war creates. 
Ne'er felt the fetterir whidi hi|^ birth imposes. 
Or knew the sorrow whic& on rank awaits ; 

Whose hopes and fears^ whose wishes and affeciioi^t 
Are bounded by her humble cottage-walls ; 
Who while Ae clasps her husband and her in&nt^ 
Sighs not for giMed roofs or splendid haHis; 

^ " DeadicSiada la dama ooirtettiia 
" Que easa le mcjor que easa puede I 
" Y didioga en extremo la aMeana, 
" Pues nan ay quien de fu Uen la dediereda." 

t " Piensa que t6do el mmido ota en mi aidte 
" Ydebaxo un ips^wo y pobre tedio 
" De dorados paladoi no se cuMi: 
*' Que no ooniiit^ en oro d ventunu 

P 



98 CID BODBIOOANB XIHENA., 

Secure she sleeps ; till dawn serene returning 
Through latticed porch or vine- wreathed casement 

beams; 
No trumpet's voice awakes her soul to mourning, 
Or from her pillow scares its love-blest dreams. 

Tranquil she sleeps^ save when her cradled infant* 
Bids her for sweeter c£U*es resign her rest^ 
Cheerfiil she st€u*t8 to hear the well-known sum- 

mons> 
And clasps the chertib to her milky breast. 

How blest her heart to mark his eager transport. 
To watch his glowing cheek, his half-dosed eye, , 
List his sweet tones of murmuring contentment. 
And lost in sleep, his last soft-breatHng sigh. 

* " No lo despiertan fuenos de pelea 
" Sino el sediento h^juelo por el pedio ; 
" Con danele y brincarle se recrea 
** Dexandole donnido y satisfecho." 



CID ROimiGO AND XIIISNA. 99 

No Uiss 80 pure our fcdck of costUest satm^ 
Veil firom the mid-day sun's intrusive ray: 
Oars but a dream of bliss, a smiling j^antom. 
At honour's thrilling ymoe to hde away ! 



Tho' early dawn to daily toil awaken 
The artless partner of her joy and care. 
Returning eve restores the faithful goat-herd 
The humble meal and lowly couch to share. 



The sabbath bell to early mattins wakes her,* 
Joyful she hastes to j6in the village trai% 
With silver brooch, and cross, and beads of coral. 
The gayest, happiest peasant of the plain. 



* " Vieoe d disanto muda 86 oamiia 
Y la sayade bodaakgremeotQ, 
Cinales y patena por diviaa 
De g(M» y liberUd que el alma Mente." 






100 G$» HCA^lcr^ AW0 Z»f£l9Av 

The chiU's tsda«t> tte mstib n6^boiuf er gi«et&ig/ 
Her fathcnr's bktsdng tm^ Willi jdy di« kenm^; 
No ettrty grief eDnsigns her yotitk l»y weeping/ 
Or bids heir \<melf ietnkt^ iad^ in tedf^ 



Oh ! that my Me td srveh af lot' hafd os^leid iDe^ 
That with my love I might such safeljrknow ! 
Nor weep the anguish of this peatting tatitaea^. 
Nor shttdder aft antkipated! woe !^' 



— FeuBiire xspoiL hk 8W0rd> Rodrigo letttfifig^ 
Beheld and shased ike grief his pridie sttppi^est ; 
Subdued a« length t& tm^ ihef scacdy wait^ 
Pressed the ftdi^ mounter t6 his i&ble breaiaft. 



• " Vaatf al bMM, y eli aUnm giMi y riM, 
" A la yedlui ebcoeotit, o d pttHMt^, 
" De cuyaiitldu phftIeM«6^gMtt' 



^' Cease I ceaM thy pbtioie, tty loved, iiy own 

Hew bad ikjhiAef o'er Mek tredueae moiifBed 1 
Say^ foitld Lomao'a daa^iier brook diAhonanr ? 
Or love the soldier whom his country scorned ? 



My ki«g demands my arm^ my oountary calls me^ 
Their ire}l<-kiiown chief my gallant soldiers claim ; 
Soon shall the haughty Moors confiess our prowess^ 
Their glittering ranks ensanguined strew the 
plain. 



Clasped in thy arms^ or pillowed hy thy bo8<Hn^ 
Not e^en thy charms now soothe my soul to rest ; 
In starting dreams I hear the battle's tumult^* 
Or strain the conquered standard to my breast. 



* " En suenot gime y forces 
'' qu$ cuidii que Mte IkUsodo," 



102 CID BODRIGO AND XIMBNA. 

Sadden 'tis hushed-- our yictory decided—- 
Shrouded in night the dead and dying lie ; 
Mute in the dust the voice that breathed defiance^ 
And ch)sed in death the terror-darting eye: 



On fency's ear the peal of triumph swelling, 
The trophied pomp^ the bannered train I see ; 
The laurel- wreath again my temples shading, 
I clasp each bliss and hail my meed^ in thee ! 



Soon^ soon my love'! shall heavenly peace, 

returning. 
Our lost repose, our past delights restore. 
From thee and Spain chase pale r^et and 

mourning. 
And war and slaughter vex the land no more : 



CIO RODRIGO AND XIMBNA. 103 

How will thy heart then these fond fears despising, 
My trimnphs lighten and my glories share ; 
Recall^ with joy recall this hour of anguish^ 
And bless the saints who heard thy soul-breathed 
prayer. 
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8BB young's night TROUGRTt. 

She died ; — and o'er her lonely tomb 
No hand was seen to scatter flowers ; 
No requiem breathed along the gloom^ 
Save some 1pm bird's^ at twilight hours. 

Her lowly couch of buried rest 
I might not^ could not jbrook to see ; 
Or tread upon the turf which prest 
The form on earth most dear to me. 
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^^t <KoUi it'^Ain, 



IMITATKD FROM THE OBRMAN OF OOBTHK. 



(The poet ftddrenet a goM dui{n« the gtft of hitf rai8treB8») 



JteLOTED memorial of departed pleasure^ 
Still prized^ still cherislied^ on my botcmi rest : 
Thy fragile links outkst the bonds which fettered 
My heart's loved mistress to this faithful breast 



Forlorn^ forgot ; by heaven and her neglected^ 
Far i&om my home, from peace, from hope I stray; 
But still thy spell hangs o'er my throbbing bosom. 
And still thy sight recalla love's fleeting day. 
F 2 



106 THE OOLD CHAIN. 

So the poor bird^ who long has pined a captive^* 
If chance his slender chain at length is tom^ 
To native hills^ to well-known fields and fountains^ 
Wings with impeded flight his late return : 



Stilly still he drags the galling chain behind him^ 
His songs of mirths his hours of bliss are o'er ; 
— Ah ! native hills ! oh I well-known fields and 

fountains^ 
Ye sdothe the care-worn fugitive no more I 



* This alludes to the German custom of oanfining a bird, hot in a cage, 
but by a slight chain affixed to a perdi. 
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OR THB SPRING AND 8I7MMKR OP 181 • • 

" Aeitatein increpitans lenm* lephyrogque monrntef.** 

-" Chiding the slow summer, and accusing the loitering aephyrs.' 



ViRaii<. 



" Spring I with thy charms, prythee come I 
'* I long for ttij gay sunny hours ; 
^' Clothe the thick woods round my home, 
'^ And bid me revive with thy flowen» 
*' Borne on thy fresh Mowing breeae, 
'* The blessing of heaven desoendsP*- • . • 

BI.OOMPIBI.D. 



— ^HE came ! with soft clear foliage hung the 

bowers. 
Breathed on the buds, and waked the slumbering 

flowers ; 
Wan snowdrops hung their pale cold florets round, 
And primrose buds and vidlets strewed the ground. 



108 ANTICIPATION ^ND REALITY.' 

Her bursting gems the scented lilac reared^ 
Laburnum's pendent golden wreaths appeared^ 
While Hope's sofi^ radiance o'e^ ead^ morrow 

shone^ 
That love and peace had hallowed for their own. 



** Wake from thy wintry sleep !" I cried^ " oh 

rose! 
Pride of the year^ awake ! thy charms disclose ; 
A brighter wreath let summer's hand prepare^ 
A richer fragrance doud the sultry air : 
Ye jasmines^ breathe ! night^scented woodbinea 

tower 
In gay luxuriance o'er my summer bower; 
Carnations ! spread your spley inoenae, rouad» 
And with your richest hues inlay the gjco^d; 
Each balmy shiub^ each musky bud inr^pftre 
To deck the ftTOimbe wfQ% that. qMbis, ipy cav^'^ 
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Theycttie! aad Swumt wof« her lowing 

wxeatfa^ 
And tliow^rad Imt £ragnaeeb...,..o'ar kk bed of 
death. 



O'er the pale lorm^ and thfoii|^ the deeth<«t]U 
room^ 
Ni^t-acented woodUnea pewed thek rich p??* 

feme; 
Soft on the sighing night-winds hreath it stole> 
And woke to keener agony my soul. 
Through that ^read ni^t ^M ovd^oe's plaintive 

mea^ 
Pained my duUL eai>> scarce ccniacioNiA ef ita tone> 
And Inrds with jeyona waAliii^ hailed t^^ 

mom 
In which my soul to misery was bonn. 



110 ANTICIPATION AND BBALITT. 

— ^Wide round that once-leved spot^ that summer 

bower> 
Towered eaoh gay shrub ai^d glowed each fevourite 

flower ; 
While sickening anguish viewed their opening 

bloom> 
Sedewed with tears^ and wrapped in death's chill 

gloom^ 
And deemed each sweet luxuriant nature gave^ 
Rose but to wither o'er his timeless grave. 



Oh darling child ! beloved and wept in vain. 
Destined to thrill my heart with joy and pain. 
To bid my breast each varied feeling prove, 
Of pride and anguish, hope, despair and love. 
Once more, farewell!... and buried with thee, rest 
Each high vain hope that heaved thy mother's 
breast. 



ANTICIPATION AND REALITY. Ill 

Visions of bliss to soothe our day-dreams given. 
Dissolved on earth — ^but realized in heaven ! 



Oh ! lost to me. .....in vain 1 search around. 

Or weeping gaze o'er all the well-known ground ; 
No more thy garden's toils employ thy care. 
Or once-loved flowers thy evening labours share ; 
Scattered around the rake, the hoe, remain. 
But their dear master there 1 seek in vain : 
Laden with fruits, and crowned with wreaths of 

vine. 
Like some bright being of a happier dime. 
He hides not, playful, 'midst those tufted bowers; 
His fair face beams not through their clustering 

flowers ; 
In vain I seek him in the accustomed room, 
AU there is silence, solitude and gloom : 



lia ANTICIPATION AND HAALITf. 

The coBements dosed, his fiiTsiirite birds in vain 
Wait from his hand the enunbs «t tcattered grain. 
With drooping wing and anxious note rejnne. 
And by their artless mourning, heighten mine ; 
He eomes no more the light repast to share. 
Soft at my feet to breathe his erening {Buyer ; 
With me to ply his task at noon-tide hoor^ 
With me to tend at eve the di«»ping flowet^ 
To bid each day my petty sorrows oease. 
And form at ni^t my dream of hope and peaee. 

He's gone! he's gone I Oh! aik not, h^w or 

where, 
'Tis death to spaak^^-'A ^<my to hear. 



.' Fade ! ye frail dowen, 

C^^* ..' I, mak to yosr wintry tMob ! 



ANTICIPATION AND RBALITT. 113 

— ^Lo ! from my wreath is fallen the living rose^ 
With paler hues each neighbouring floret glows^ 
The chaplet fades ! — ^its bloom^ its freshness o'er^ 
It glads my sights it cheers my heart no more. 



No more at nighty soft gliding to his room^ 
I watch in sleep his fair cheek's heightened bloom^ 
Or fondly gazing^ bid his ^ther trace 
The softened beauty of his lovely face : 
Bend o'er his couch with mingled pride and joy^ 
And breathe a blessing o'er my darling boy. 
Smooth the warm folds, the pillow place with 

care. 
And mark the pictured volume treasured there. 
Some tale of arms that bade his heart beat high. 
And woke the living lustre in his eye. 
Or mournful ballad of forgotten years. 
That claimed the ready tribute of his tears. 
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Ah ! \^at availed that fair cheek's living glow^ 
The lip of Foses^ or that neck of snow ; 
The bright hair tiitged as by the morning's beam. 
The eye blue sparkling, like the moonlight stream : 
The rapid glance with kindling genius fraught. 
The fair arched brow shaded by pensive thought ; 
The blended beauty of that cherub face. 
Its angel dignity, its infant grace ; 
The smile that beamed of heaven — that spoke of 

bliss 
Too high^ too pure, for such a world as this ! — 

Oh! early rescued from misfortune's power. 

Shielded e'er sin could blight, or sorrow lour. 
The angel's palm, the seraph's wreath are thine. 
And grief an4 disappointment, oi4y mine." 



— Hope heard abashed; she veiled her radiant 
head. 
On drooping wings to brighter worlds she fled. 



I 
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In Eden's green unfading bowers retired^ 
Her torch extinct at heaven's pure altar fired^ 
And as its kindling radiance gilt the gloom^ 
And streamed along the pathway to the tomb^ 
Her seraph voice low whispered to despair^ 
View there thy home of bliss ! lo ! peace and rest 
are there. 



There shall the suffering heart forget to weep^ 
And soft the mother by her infant sleep ; 
And as ere while in sweet and tranquil rest 
He hushed his earliest sorrows on her breast. 
Stilled his low sobs, and safe till dawn of day 
Slept in her arms, and dreamt his cares away, 
A deeper silence, and a dread repose 
Shall lull to peace the feeling of her woes. 
Shall seal in welcome sleep those tear- worn eyes. 
Till the long night is past, — ^and the last morning 
rise. 
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A T;RADITIOir PW THC ,|IHINX.* 
A ntAOMBIIT.— IMIt^TSD >mOM «C»UiLMU 

" Sir knight/' she said, " a sister's love 
Is all I feel for you. 
Seek then from some fairer maid, 
A heart more warm and true. 



]^^ot ours the rapid conscious glance. 
Exchanging hope or fear : 
The grief which trembles in your eye 
Wakes not in mine the tear. 

* *f YfB ^$mo^ by tbe n4n« << th9 copymt of Nonn«n9wertb« and ww 
the remaioi of the cattle of Rolandaeck among the diflb."— 

M9f JjBunuK^a Timr ffl the Bfiff^* 
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No wmm Uoah fiiudle^ o'er my cbeA 
When fin^t yoa meet ttiy view; 
No soft 81^ risM in my breast 
When sad you bid adiea. 

Some fak^ei? maid in bappier bo&r 
With answefing love shall burn ; 
Then ciease to woo this slumbering be^t 
Which owns no soft rettim." 

— Silent be heard the cold decree 
Which bade hiis bosom Meed ; 
A mom^itdaisped bar to hi» hearty 
Then vaulted tstL M s^ steed. 

— "Away! away! to theHoly ©rtiv«r— 
— ^He called his martial band ; 
He bound the red-orbss oil h» breait^ 
And forsook l^ittMive laad^ 
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And soon against the Pa3niim foes 
He wields his lance so keen^ 
And ever amidst theilr thickest ranks 
His helm's white plume is seen : 

Till at the youthful hero's name 
A shuddering fear they feel : , 

But still in his heart bled the secret wound. 
Glory nor time could heaL 

— Mid loud alarms and secret griefs . 
A year had passed away : 
Silent he leaves the echoing camp. 
He bends his homeward way. 

And now on Joppa's sacred strand 
White gleams the swelling sail ; 
And now he hails his native land. 
He breathes his native gale. 
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And to Ids cttde's lofty g^as 

# 

In pilgrim weeds be hiM, 

And with trembling lip tbe qfoesdon firames 

Hu fanltering tongue denies. 



At length the nnconscions menial's ear 

His master's words have caught. 

— ** The Lady Emma ! does she live ?- 



— *' She lives/' he said, but wears the veil. 
She is the bride of heaven. 
Yesternight at the holy shrine 
Her faith to God was given. 



O'er that fair fietce and angel form 
The shrouding veil was thrown. 
And those shorn curls of amber hair 

Rest on the altar's stone." 

• ••••• 
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He laid his plumed hdm ariddj 
He cast liis shield w^By, 
And for die warrior's ma3 exchanged^ 
The hermit's nniee grey. 



Where never arm shall wield it more. 

His sword to rest was laid ; 

» 
But one fond tear of last riegret 

Dropped on its glittering blade. 



— .'' Farewell !" he said, " my gallant steed. 
Farewell! my noble bay! 
No warrior's hand shall curb thed more. 
Or guide thee 'midst the fray : 



Go ! wander fr^ ; — ^unworn by tofl 
Thy future diays shall flow ; 
Amid thy native fiields enjoy 
That peace I ne'er shall know/' 
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-^Wliere lime-trees shed a fragrant shade^ 
Her oonrent towers appear ; 
And reared by bis own kni^^tly hand^ 
His humble cell is near. 

From glowing dawn to fading eve 
He watched that latticed pane> 
Of that fair fetce and graceful form 
One transient glance to gain. 
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imttivtion 

ON THE TOMB OF MADAME LANGHANS 

AT HINOBLBANKf ffStAR BBKSE. 
FROM THS OSRMAN OF HALLSR. 

This celebrated monument represents her as ascending through the 
newly opening grave, bearing in her arms the infant whose birth occasioned 
her death. 

—''Hark ! — through the gloom the archangel's 

trumpet speaks ! 
Child of my anguish ! from thy slumbers rise : 
Thy Saviour's voice the grave's dread silence 

breaks^ 
And bids thee seek with me thy native skies." 
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C9e Ztp^pVH* 



Wmom THB OSmMAN OP OBSKISm. 



FIRST ZEPHYR. 



Ah ! oease^ amid that rosy bower 
To bathe thy shadowy wings in dew> 
But bend with me thy airy flighty 
And pleasures sweet as mine^ pursue. 



In yonder cool sequestered valley 
The nymphs now bathe in crystal streams^ 
While ^Eurer through the sparkling waters 
Each sweety each softened beauty gleams. 
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SECOND ZEPHYR. 

Swift spread tliy lights thy shadowy pinions^ 
And swift thy wanton sports pursue^ 
While here amid these rosy shades 
I cool my wings in perfumed dew. 



O'er thy fair n3anphs in noon-tide hoar> 
Thy fanning pinions light display^ 
Steal fragrance from each opening flower^ 
And to their breasts the sweets convey : 



But know^ amid thy frolic raptures^ 
'Mid transports to thy thought so dear^ 
A purer joj, a softer pleasure, 
A sweeter office waits me here. 



TUB ZBPHTR0. 125 

Here, past this thick o'er arching foliage. 
Soon shall a maiden bend her way. 
Fair as the mom's first dawning radiance. 
And mild as ere's last lingering ray. 

See'st thon yon lowly moss-roofed cottage. 
On which e'en now the son-beams gleam ? 
To aid its sick and feeble tenant. 
She hastened there at mom's first beam. 

'Tis hers with sweet and soothing power 
To still the throbbing pulse of care. 
To wing disease's lingering hour. 
And whisper peace to pale despair. 

At her approach two beauteous infants 
To meet their loved protectress fly. 
And at her sight, one ray of pleasure 
Lights their sad mother's languid eye. 
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Soon shall I see Her thence returning, 
With modest air and aspect meek. 
While the soft glow of virtuous pleasure. 
With livelier crimson tints her cheek. 

« 

On her warm cheek the bright tear glitters. 
And trembles in her radiant eye ; 
— Oh ! think what joy, when swift to meet her. 
Veiled in a balmy cloud, I fly. 

' Kiss from her eyes their pearly treasures. 
O'er her my dewy wings display. 
Cool her soft cheek, and fan her bosom. 
And with her amber tresses play. 

FIRST ZEPHYB. 

Oh happy Zephyr ! with such pleasures 
My truant sports can ill compare ; 
I'll wait with thee the nymph's returning. 
And sweets for her with thee prepare. 
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But see ! through yonder willowy bower 
She comes^ and by the winding stream^ 
While glittering through their pearly shower^ 
Her eyes with mildest radiance beam. 



Oh beauteous n3anph ! I fly to meet thee^ 
O'^er thee these balmy dews I fling ; 
Thou'rt bright as summer's glowing hour^ 
And milder than the new-bom spring: 



Ne'er has my sportive wandering pinion 
A dearer^ sweeter form carest ; 
Ne'er kissed a cheek of richer crimson^ 
Or wantoned on a fairer breast ! 
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THX 



A FRAGMSNT. 

— *' In him her fond imagination viewed 

The diild she loved in heaven, on earth renewed." 

MONTOOMBRY. 



What though the mild tints which that 

cheek adorned. 
Vied not with his who she adored, and mourned ; 
Not his the mien that spoke the aspiring soul. 
The glance at once to charm and to controul ; 
The kindling radiance from those eyes that broke; 
The roseate bloom that brightened as he spoke ; 
Yet still some transient look, some fleeting grace 
Bade her charmed eye the living likeness trace ; 
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Beamed o'er his fornix and with its h^ven-fraught 

ray 
Recalled the shade of beauty, passed away : 
And his the voice which breathed of all she loved 
Which waked the o'erpowering sorrow it reproved; 
Which when in angel-tones her name it spoke 
Or softly breathed her morning slumbers broke. 
She deemed hU pitying spirit hovered nigh 
And feared to chase the vision by a sigh. 

« » t « « 4f 



o 2 
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^^f S>ftvlnt of ^U9itf, 

FROM THB OBRMAN OF OSMNSR. 

Oh Love ! sweet Love ! in May's first fragrant 
hour. 
Did I not rear this shrine with studious care ; 
And kneeling, weeping, own thy sov'reign power. 
And breathe to thee my wannest, fondest 
prayer ? 



Did not each rosy dawn's first beams behold me 
With new-cuUed fragrant garlands deck thy 
shrine. 
With musky pinks, sweet thyme, and glowing 
roses. 
Bathed in the morning's dewy tears, and mine ? 



THE 8HRINB OF CUPID. 131 

Did I not teach the myrtle's glossy foliage 
Gently to bend^ and arch into a bower ? 

Bad^ here the rose diffuse its softest perfumes^ 
And plant around each sweetest^ fairest flower? 

Alas ! in rain — already wild winds raving. 
Strip the pale leaves^ and sweep the flowers 
away. 

And Phillis coldly still beholds my passion. 
Cold and unmoved as on the first of May. 
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BCBirs Xir THB COTTAOS OF A LABOURSB. 

— " Lift the veil that shades his cradle, 
Bahny sleep has closed his eyes." 

— ^No ! — upon those darkened eye-lids 
Death's eternal slumber lies. 



Lo ! the couch of restless anguish 

Where he pined and moaned ere while ; 

Now upon those pain-worn* features. 
Rests a faint and placid smile. 



Lovely e'en in death, my baby ! 

That soft smile, that aspect meek. 
Beauteous still the pallid roses. 

Which bestrew thy faded cheek. 



THE infant's dbath-bbd. 183 

Stilled the pulse's feverish flutter, 
Fled the flushed cheek's hectic biDom, 

Thine the peace no pang shall trouble^ 
Thine the slumber of the tomb. 

Never more shall day's warm radiance 
Cheer thee with its genial beam^ 

Never more yon moon's cold lustre 
On those pallid features gleam. 

All unheeded and unheeding^ 

Cold this cherished form shall rest ; 

And the crumbling grass-clothed hillock. 
Rise above that tender breast. 

Harmless round thy lowly dwelling 
Rain shall beat> or tempest rave ; 

Vainly^ summer's perfumed sephyrs 
Waft their fragrance o'er thy grave. 



134 THB infant's dbath-bbo. 

For thy play-mates' busy marmar. 
Active sports and noisy gjLee, 

Peace and rest shall be thy portion^ 
Night and silence dwell with thee. 

Life's vain cares and toils retumingy 
Soon shall thought of thee efface. 

And thy happier, healthier brother. 
Fill thy vacant cradle's space. 

Soon, full soon, thy lisping sister 
Shall thy absence cease to mourn ; 

E'en thy mother's heart, forgetful. 
Cease to weep her eldest bom. 

But not thus within my bosom, 
ShaU thy gentle image fade. 

Or my heart its grief resigning. 
Cease to mourn thee, lowly laid. 
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For 'twas mine to watch thy pillow^ 

Each fond care in vain to try. 
To behold thy parting anguish. 

To receive thy latest sigh. 



Cherub ! rest, — thy trials over. 
Early set life's feeble ray : 

Cherub ! past thy night of sorrow 
Waken to eternal day ! 
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^t ^vo^tn miattvUUf 



OR THE POET'S WISH. 



FBOM THB OSRMAN OF GSSSNBB. 



Is this my ^Avourite haunt ? this the loved bower 

Beneath whose balmy shade entranced I lay ? 
This the steep height from which the mountain- 
stream 
ThrougK tangling foliage wound its glittering 
way? 



Alas ! where once thy crystal current pour'd 
O'er flowers and velvet moss its foaming tide> 

In gloomy pomp an icy pillar stands 

And glitters^ dazzling 'gainst the rock's tall side. 



THE FBOZBN WATERFALL. 137 

Silent and naked now the tufited bower 

Where once gay zeph3rrs through the foliage 
played^ 

Scattered the hawthorn's bloom in snowy shower^ 
Or whispered through the gently- waving shade. 



While through the parting boughs a transient beam 

Shot sudden brightness through the dusky 

bowers, 

Tipt with soft light the white waves' feathery 

foam. 

And glanced on downy moss and starry flowers. 



Alas ! how changed : — yet soon shall youthful 
Spring 

Breathe on thy buds, dissolve thy icy chains ; 
Again thy stream shall health and freshness pour. 

Again shall flowers and verdure deck thy plains. 
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Receive me then beneath thy peaceful shade^ 
Hide me where care shall never find me more. 

Ye waters ! lull me with your soothing fidl. 
Thou downy moss ! my lost repose restore. 



From the cool stream and from the breezy hill. 
From the dark grove, and from the peaceful 
vale. 
When youthful Spring breathes transport o'er my 
heart. 
And each unfolding bud with soft delight I hail. 



While thus I rest beside thy limpid stream. 
And list the music of its dancing waves. 

No prouder wish my artlea^s \)osom frames. 
Nor other joy my hunaWLe spirit craves. 



THB FROZEN WATBRFALL. 139 

"'^^f^oe Uest the poet> if his simple strain 

^^atke love's soft sigh, or beauty's ready tear, 

*^e ixntaught praise of youth and childhood gain, 

^^ to a future age his humble name endear. 
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FROM THB GKRMAN OF BOSBNOARTSN. 

" La rdigion dcnninoit son ame ; ea se sususant de sa dispotitkm a la 
mdandidie ; de son penchant pour les images somlne ; de son occupation 
ocmtinuelle et profonde du souvenir et de la destinte des morts." 

Madame db Stabx.. 



STROPHE. 



" Peaceful is the Grave !" 



Tranquil waters flow. 

Softest zephyrs blow. 
Coolest shadows o'er its precincts rest. 

Silence breathes around^ 

All is peace profound. 
Where our mother-earth receives each way-worn 
guest. 



ODE. 141 

Here the weary rest> 

Here the throhbing breast 
Of griefs of care> of love itself^ is stilly 

In dreamless slumber bound 

Forgot each aching wound. 
And buried in the dust each waking sense of ill. 



ANTISTROPHS. 



tt 



Feftrfol Is the Onve t' 



Blasting night-winds sweep 

Chilling horrors creep> 
Night and sileiioe o'er its confines reign ; 

There their Sabbath deep> 

The gloomy sisters keep^ 
There with death enleagued tlieir awfdl rule 
maintain. 
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TO THE MINIATURE PICTURE OF A CHILD.* 

(PAINTBD BY T. BAROBBAmB, 181* •) 

" Oh Uest are tliey who live and die like Mm, 
Loved with sudi love, and with tudi loriow moumefl r* 

WOBOaWOBTH. 

— " J'etois Jeune encore, maia oe doux lentimeat de Jouimnoe eC 
d'efperance qui vivifi^ laj^unease me quitta pour Jamaii:— dMoraPetie 
•ensiUe ftit mort a demi : Je ne vis plus devant moi que les tristes restea 
d'une vie insipide : Je venois rechercher le pass^ qui n'etoit plus, et qui ne 
pouvoit renaitre.**-— RousBBAu. 



(f 



II sera taKOours pour txA renftmt died, renfkmt immorteL" 



Long years have passed^ yet still while here I 
bend^ 

Fast flow the tears that weep thy early doom^ 
Still on my soul the secret sorrow preys 

That mourns thee low in thy untimely tomb. 

« It represents him as having Just dosed the little voiume ftom which he 
had been repeating hii prayers. 



THB MimATURB PIOTUBX* )46 

Oh ! best Mdred ! (wa$ an^t 9a «ar& more 
dear?) 

Is this, elas I ^ tliat f^meim of thee ? 
Dim through my tears the lovely image smiles^ 

Stilly as kk liiE^ ftom care and sorrow firee^ 



Blest he the hand which thus with sacred slaU> 

This eherished idol to my heart has giye^n ;■ 
Bescoed from time and death thsit cheek's soft 

bloom^ 
And i^wn the lost (m eardi^ presenr^d m heaven. 



Such as ^rewhile> In childhood's hlJB^fitl hour 
I saw hi)« spor^ii^ on that flower->8larewii mi, 

Nor knew the whirlwind &te was on the wing> 
Which instant summoned him^ to meet bis 
God. 
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(Ahl who 80 bright, so pure, so fit to die 

By brief transition to that heaven to rise> 
Which bade him bless me for some few sh(H*t 

■ 

years. 
Then swift recalled him to his native skies !) 



The same soft radiance gilds that amber hair. 
The same bright smile in those blue e3res I see! 

—-Angel of heaven ! still breathe thy artless 
prayer ; 
Oh intercede for her who monms for thee ! 



For her, who rich in every earthly joy. 
Still heaves for thee the secret lingering si^. 

Still mourns her fedr-haired, blooming, darling, 
boy. 
Bom but to smile and bless her — and to die. 



THE MINIATURE PICTURE. 147 

If here, while kneeling at my feet, thy prayer 

In daily incense did to heaven ascend. 
Still for thy mother feel an angel's care, 

« 

Still o'er her fate a seraph's guard extend. 



When dangers threaten, or when sorrows try 
To shield, to save her, to thy charge be given ! 

On hovering wing receive her parting sigh. 

Guide her freed soul, and welcome her to 
heaven ! 
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C|f ^Dimtsiii* 



AN SCLOOUS, IMITATXD FBOM THK 8PANIBH OF OU POLO. 



BSB HIB *' DIANA ■NAMORADA.'* 

DIANA AND ALCIDA. 

ALCIDA. 

Now while the sun pours wide his arrowy beams. 
And nature sickens in the blaze of day> 
Faint and more faint the labourer plies his toil. 
Or wearied sle^ beneath the pine's tall shade. 
The languid nymphs from the day's dazzling eye 
Seek refuge : deep within impervious cells. 
Or stretched supine upon their mossy beds. 
They list the tinkle of the falling drops 
That slow distil upon the rocky floor. 



THS FOimTAJN. 149 

Now drooping silence reigns : save wliere around 
The restless grasshopper's shriU note is heard^ 
Or languid song of sh^herdess^ rediaed 
In the cool shade beside her fleecy care. 
*»Lead where yon fountain sparkles thxoiigh the 

glade. 
O'er whose dear brink the fragile hare-bell 

bends. 
That loves to trace its beauty in the waters: 
There zephyr whiq>ering through the trembling 

leaves. 
Dips his light pinions in the current dear. 
And sprinkles freshness o'er the languid flowers ; 
There shall our songs the noon-tide hour 

beguile. 
And each soft gale Diana's accents bear : 
-»Oh ! mountain spirit ! dweller of the rock. 
Sweet echo ! answer from thy mossy cave ! 



150 THE FOUNTAIN. 



DIANA Sings. 

Hail to thy waters ! crystal fountain^ 

Which spreading healthy and freshness rove 

Thy sparkling tide^ whose plaintive murmur^ 
Might soothe all pain but hopeless love. 



Oh ! ever on thy tnrfy margin, 
May rosy laughing spring preside^ 

Her freshest tints> her sweetest odours 
Enrich the flowers that deck thy side. 



And still may boisterous Anster^ passing 
Revere the bright abode of springs 

No wild gales tear thy willowy bowers^ 
Or sweep thy buds with blighting wing. 
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Here may the lily breathe its fragrance. 

The violet here its perfume shed. 
And to each early- wandering zeph3rr. 

The primrose bow its modest head. 



ALCIDA. 

Ne'er may the busy dtys tumult 
Thy silent sacred bowers invade. 

No wild horn rouse thy slumbering echoes. 
Or ^ght the red deer from thy shade. 



The whispering voice of passing 2eph3rr, 
The fearless red-breast's mellow song. 

The soft-breathed vow of faithful lover. 
Alone be heard thy banks along. 
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PIANA. 

Here ne'er may listless h&£^ straying. 
To shun the thirsty noon^tide hours. 

Disturb thy cool pellucid waters. 
Or trample on thy new-bom flowers. 



Oh ! ne'er may hapless lo¥igr languish. 
Reclined along thy willowy si^. 

Or bitter tear of hc^eless anguish 
Pollute thy paie> thy (crystal tide ! 



But ever on its mossy border 

May love and peace delight to rest. 

And cherub innocence gay caro). 

And cull thy flowers to de^ h^ breast ! 
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Cl^ fiHaiUtt Hoot Sbong. 



Mt light bark rides careering 
O'er Malta's moon-light sea ; 
Its free course idly steering. 
Fondly I muse on thee, my love ! 
Fondly I muse on thee ! 

Fresh from the shore, cool rising. 
The wakening land-breeze springs. 
Through orange-groves distilling 
Rich fragrance on its wings; 

But fresher gales are straying 
Around those flnglish bowers 
Where one lov'd maid's lone sighing 
Breathes sweeter than those flowers ! 
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Ob winds ! that whistling round me. 
Disperse the white wave's foam^ 
Bring, on your viewless pinions. 
Some tidings from my home ! 



Bear of love's sigh the echo. 
Of friendship's voice the cheer ; 
Tell, if the lov*d remember. 
Their absent wanderer here ? 

When noon with burning lustre 
Broods o'er the waveless sea. 
My loose sails languid, drooping — 
Pensive I muse on thee, my love ! 
Pensive I muse on thee ! 



When evening's rosy radiance 
Dies on the western wave 
And purple clouds o'ershadow 
Each sea-beat cliff and cave ; 



THE MALTESE BOAT SONG. 15o 

When, far o'er ocean stealing. 
The last faint hugle sounds. 
And from the rocks, low pealing. 
The sun-set gun resounds; 

When mom, in arrowy brightness. 
Beams o'er the glimmering sea, — 
In lone and listless musings 
Fondly I think of thee> my love ! 
Fondly I think of thee ! 



i2 
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anvilla. 



PROM TBI SPANISH. 



^Yentecico mnrmnrador.*' 



Wandering zephyr ! on murmuring pinion 
Rustling the tall pines* silvery crest^ 
Sing me the lay^ that in hours of my childhood^ 
Lulled my young hosom to careless rest : 

Rock the soft cradle of thought reposing ! 
Bind my tir*d senses in slumber's chain ; 
On all life's ills may these weary eyes closing 
Wake but to love and to hope again ! 

Hark ! through the leaves, to thy whisper responding. 
Floats the lov'd cadence of happier hours, — 
Now stealing near me, now dying in distance. 
Breathing of gladness, of freshness, and flowers ! 

Set to Music by John Lodob, Esq. and published by Lonioalb. 
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*' ^ ! Wbtttt0u »1^oiiUi me nmt agaitt«^ 



To LORD B N. 



Mabcb, 1816. 



Tis past ! the glittering dream has fled ! 
The spell is hroke ! the charm is o'er ! 

•i 

The tie my proudest hopes that blest^ 
I live to scorn, or to deplore. 

Far from my heart, my eyes^ remove 
The weakness that such loss could mourn ! 
—Why should I sink beneath the grief 
Another has so lightly borne ? 

With chiird affection's alter'd eyes. 
With cool reserve and ^cret pain. 
With mingled sorrow and distrust. 
Oh ! wherefore should we meet again ? 
i3 
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Time may pass hy, and od its wings 
The mem'ry of the past may bear. 
And friendship in oblivion's veil 
May shroud thy faults with tendVest care ; 



But with such joy as once we felt 
Each other to our hearts to strain. 
And with such love as once we lov'd. 
Oh ! never shall we meet agaiii ! 



My wounded breast may cease to feel 
The thorns thy hand has planted there. 
And age the fervent spirit chill 
That lov'd thee with too fond a care. 



Resentment's throb and passion s swell 
Sorrow and sickness may subdue. 
And nature in my soft'ning heart 
May kinder thoughts and hopes renew; 
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But with such love as once we felt. 
Pure from distrust, r^ret, or pain ; 
With hearts to joy and fondness true. 
Oh ! never shall we meet again ! 



Chiird is the breast which once for thee 
With passion's holiest feelings glowed ; 
Clos*d is the heart which once on thee 
Its warmest, firmest faith bestow'd. 



The thrilling look, the frown austere. 
The withering glance of hate or scorn. 
From eyes that once such softness beam'd, — 
Oh ! how could such dread change be borne ! 



O'er thy pale brow of classic beauty 
Love showers his wreaths, her laurels fame ; 
Oh happier ! if just praise awaited. 
The husband s worth, the father's name. 



160 OH! WHBRBFORE SHOULD^ &C. 

Vain« on thy heart's high altar blending. 
The poet'a flame, the warrior'a fire. 
If, 'mid those dazzling splendours fading. 
Religion's holier glow expire. 

Where meek repentance wins her heayen> 
Where love and peace immortal reign. 
Each feud forgot, each fault forgiven, 
*Tis there we two may meet again ! 



For vows before God's altar spoken 
May never breath of man repeal ! 
And hearts once link'd, then rudely broken, 
High heav'n, and heav'n alone, can heal ! 
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9 Vtmtian SalloK. 



" Yenile per me, cari amid! Tenite per me ?^ 



A poor jqaaf ladj whoM reaioB was lUMtUodf and who was coaised ia a lolitaiy 
abode on tke •bores of tbe Adriatic, ioagiaod tbat erery approaobiag Gondii 
brooght her lover to rescae her, and saloted ererj pattiaf one with tlM iaqoiiy, 
** Veaite per ne, amici P— ** are joo comiag for me f — The stoty is beaatifoUj 
lold ia Lady Morgan*s ** Italj.** See Noto. 



Sweet friend ! art thou comiug P 

I weaiy alone ; 

The winds munnur round me. 

The wild billows moan. 

Alone from my lattice 

I gaze o'er the wave : 

Oh when wilt thou come, love ! 

To rescue, to save ? 
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When moniing is dawning 
I watch the dim sea. 
And fancy thy white sail 
Returning for me : 
Slow fades the bright speck 
In the tossing wave's foam. 
And my heart sinks— despairing 
Of thee and of home. 

Oh ! lend me thy pinions 
Bright bird of the sea ! 
Or bear to my mother 
Some tidings of me : 
The beauty she cherished 
Is faded with care. 
And shorn are the wreaths 
Of my long braided hair : 

From wave to wave gliding. 
In joyous career. 
No force binds thy pinion. 
No prison is near : 
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Now thy white wing is glancing — 
Is lost in the foam ; 
So dies in my hosom 
The fond hope of hoBM ! 

Again ! — 'tis the dash 
Of the gondolier s oar. 
And the taong of his gladness 
Is home to the shore : — 
Oh ! now thou art coming ! 
The welcome hark nears ! — 
Alas ! it glides past me. 
Dim seen through my tears. 

Slow dies the lone chant 
O'er the far moon-light sea : 
It is not my lov'd one 
Returning for me ! 
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JQop^* 



NELL' IMAGINE DELLA SPERANZA. 



FmOM **eLI IMBLIMI DSLL* ALOIATI.* 



** Divene Imprese." £disioBe— Lione, 1649. 



Thou ! whose eyes of sparkling cheer 
Still art fix*d on heaven's bright sky. 
To whose cheek of rosy bloom 
Mom has lent her purest dye, — 



What thy name P fair goddess, speak ! 
Angel-form of light and air ! 
Gladness gilds thy wakening smile. 
Radiant flows thy sunny hair.- 



HOPE. 165 



— " I am Hope : to me 'tis given 
To assuage the woes of earth ; 
Who my softening influence owns 
Happiest he of human hirth. 



" At my hidding sorrows fly. 
Care, with all his train, retires, 
Douht, distrust, and envy die. 
Faith relumes her fading fires : 



" Mine the soothing, magic voice. 
Breathing peace to those who mourn ; 
Whispering to the anxious heart. 
Sweet result and glad return : 



" Mine the heam which son'ow's night 
Still with douhtful radiance cheers, 
Shedding through its deepest glocnn 
Rainhow-light, difiused in tears. 



166 HOPE. 

*' Golden sleep and dreams of cheer, 
Dajrs serene my reign proclakn,^ — 
Dearest gift of heaven to earth, 
Joy my dower, and Hope my nasne !' 



— ^Why in grass-igreen mantle clad ? 
Why do flower-buds cwWn thy hair ?^ — 
" Tis that, waken'd by my breath. 
Spring's fresh tints and wreaths app^." 



— Wherefore does thy gentle hand 
Bear the shattered spoils of Lore ? 
Broken darts and useless bow, — 
Tell me what those trophies prove ? 



Death's fell shafts are mingled there ; 
Can*st thou foil the conqueror's power ? 
'* No ! to all who in me trust 
Comes the inevitable hour. 



HOPE. 167 

" When life's torch is quench*d in death. 
When love's home in ruin lies. 
Soon H(^ ve3s her radiant head, 
Swift regains her native skies.** 
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€^t ®1^ilir# Siicfu^oom. 



" Where the measured hour returns, 
And the pallid night-lamp bams 
Rnddier, when the dawning day 
Poors a yet more sickly ray." 



— Midnight's gloom is round his bed ; 
Death's pale shadow o'er his eyes ; 
From thy dream of trance-like sleep. 
Wake, sweet infant ! Frederic, rise ! 

Not to me shall lingering day 
Dawn of hope or peace convey : 
Here my restless watch I keep. 
Bend and pray, and wake and weep : 

Trembling mark the hectic flush 
Triumph o'er health's temperate blush ; 
Trembling see the feverish start 
O'er those pain-worn features dart 
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— THOU ! who heard'st the widow's prayer. 
Breathed in anguish and despair. 
And to her dpuhting^ straining eyes 
Bade her death-changed son ** Arise ! '* — 

— Look with pity on my grief ! 
Shield him firom the opening grave ! 
Thine alone the word to qpeak ; 
Thine alone to heal and save ! 
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PROM THE ITALIAN OP THE MARCHESE MANABA. 

Cessa I bronzo lugubre, il tristo metro." 

Cease^ sullen bell I whose iron tongue proclaims 
The thrilling tidings of eternal sleep : 
E'en while I hear my pausing heart grows cold. 
And icy tremors o'er my senses creep. 

Methinks e'en now I press the funeral bier, 
(While ready hands the op'ning grave prepare) 
Soon, soon to mingle with my kindred earth. 
The dread communion of the dead to share. 

The midnight tapers through the shadowy gl«om 
Pour on the pallid dead a sickly ray. 
While, solemn echoing through the vaulted dome. 
The chanted requiem breathes its soothing lay. 



THE DEATH BELL. 171 

Shrouded in sable weeds, a beauteous form 
Bends o er the couch and weeps her lover fled : 
—Cease, cease my love ! no human griefs or cares 
Disturb the hallow'd sabbath of the dead. 

From the pale cheek, closed eye, and stiffened form, 
Affection, shudd'ring, turns in tears away ; 
From her cold hand the withering flowrets fall 
She brought to scatter o'er the lifeless clay. 

Has the freed spirit sought the realms of light P 
Basks it, exulting, in eternal day P 
Or, wand'ring plaintive through the glooms of night,— 
Cease, fancy ! cease, the rash, the impious lay : 

No farther dare the dread abyss explore ; — 
Low bow'd to earth I tremble and adore ! 



1T2 



FBOM TBI 1TALU9 OF 



iFatttftinii finavU tmtattU 



ON THB DBATH OF H£R INFANT SON. 



** Amato figlio, or che la doloe vista 
Sicaro affif^ nel gran sole eterno,** Btc 



Beloved child ! that now with heav'n-cleared sight 
Drink*st the pure radiance of eternal day. 
Nor longer feeFst the chill and deadly hlight 
Of swift-wing'd cares which earthly joys allay ; 

Not thee, belov*d ! from every grief remov'd. 
From dangers freed, and early blest, I mourn ; 
But o'er my vanish'd hopes my bosom bleeds, — 
0*er love*s best ties, in thee untimely torn. 
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Blest in thy love, and in thy beauty blest. 
What joy- winged hours my anxious spirit knew ! 
No dark foreboding robb'd my soul of rest. 
Or chiird the hope that with thy being grew ! 

Oh ! not reproachful from thy realms of bliss 
Look on thy mother's still enduring woe : 
An angel's tears might fall o'er griefs like this. 
If angel-breabts could human suff 'ring know. 

Oh, sadden'd world ! oh, dark and faded bowers I 
Thus, ever thus, does joy's bright planet wane ? 
Is hope's fair bow for ever quench'd in showers P 
And hours of bliss o'erpaid by years of pain I 



This Sonnet and the preceding nne, translated at her desire, are dedi- 
cated to my early friend, Sophia, Duchess of Cannizzaro. 
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A tPAMlSB BALLAD. 



* No m« (dvidet, Minca! 
No me olvidef, no !*' 



THE GIRL OF THE MOUNTAIN INN, OR POSADA, 
TAKING LEAVE OF THE MULETEER. 



Neykr forget me^ never ! 
" No me olvides, no V* 
Though fated now to sever. 
While thus my fond tears flow. 

Thy mules, their light hells ringing. 
Snuff the fresh morning air. 
Each social beast requiting. 
With love, thy friendly care ; 
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Proud of dty voice 'rnideoriiig. 
Of crimson hadmess gxy, 
Of silken fringe and tassel. 
That in the light breeze play, — 

When far o'er dale and mountain 
Their distant -course they steer. 
When dewn'3 cool gales are 'fanning 
My joyous nndeteer;-^ 

When on some brown sierra,* 
While noQU^de fenrours glow, — 
Never forget me, never ! 
"Nomeolvides! no!" 



As up the steep, slow climbing. 
Thy steps their path pursue. 
And songs, the way beguiling. 
Their cheer jind thine renew, — 

* Movntaiit. 



176 THE MULETEEE. 

Still may the lay remember 
The maid who loves thee so — 
Who weeps that thus we sever, — 
Never forget me I no ! 

And when some lone posada 
Thy mules' slow foot-steps near. 
Oh ! who shall haste to meet thee 
Witli love, and joy, and cheer ? 

The vine's fresh fruits present thee ? 
The savoury meal prepare ? 
And bid thy weary favorites 
Each kindly solace share ? 

Who the soft couch provide thee ? 
The wine's cool draught bestow ? 
— Never forget me i never ! 
" No me olvides I no !" 

Set to masic by John Lodob, Esq. and puUished by Powbll. 
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^0 mote! tio move 



THE WEARINESS OF LIFE IN OLD AGE & SICKNESS. 



** Still I think I hear her fidnt roioe repeating tiiese words, and see 
her slight, and eren then beantiftil hand, wared in placid rejection of 
every thing that was latterly proposed or offered to her.** 



No more of life's vain hopes and causeless fears ; 

Of eager wishes, once a boundless store. 

Of fond affection's vainlj lavished cares. 

Of fruitless tears, of hopeless prayers,— no more ! 



Of weary nights, of slowly lingering days. 
Of wasting pain with languid patience borne. 
With eyes that feebly watch'd the sun's decline. 
Nor hoped refreshment from the breath of mom : 

L 



178 NO MORE I NO MORE ! 

Of perfum'd flowers, of cheer that spring-time brings^ 
Of summer's bloom and autumn's ruddy store. 
Of all that once could food or medicine jield. 
Of hope, of light, of life itself,— no moie ! 



Life's feeble taper trembling to its rest, 
The half-breath*d sigh, the transient struggle o'er. 
Soon ^all these eyes, by dreamless slumbers piest. 
Be doom'd to languish and to weep— no more ! 



And thou ! who kneding by this couch of pain, 
Pour'st the fond tears by filial sorrow shed. 
Let not thy heart the welcome mandate mourn 
Which bid^ me quit for heaven this thorny bed : 



This coUch of pain where restless fever wakes. 
This failing strength which no rich balms restore :• 
Oh, let thy heart, when the dread hour has past, 
Rejoice I feel these lingering pangs no more. 
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Thine my last glance, and tbine my parting sigh. 
The precious blessing to thy fondness given ; 
Thine each dear care that anxious love might try. 
And thine the hope, — to meet again in heaven I 



Bid my freed soul, exulting, seek its rest- 
Burst the frail bonds its weary being wore, — 
In happier realms through countless ages blest, 
Ordain*d to suffer and to die— no more ! 
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9,obt 0l^iit out of tat ;ffUA»tt^Bttmu 



VEOX TBI SPANISH OF BODBIGO OOTA. 



Caneionero general.— Valencia, 1511. 



« Sal del hoerto ! miserable ! 



i»» 



Closb the porch and har the door I 
Onward may thy footsteps stray ; 
Never more, in idle hour. 
Bend thou here thy treacherous way ! 



Hbart*s-ease tremhle all around 
As thy wild hreath wanders hy ; 
Roses, to thy hosom hound. 
Yield their latest, sweetest sigh. 



LOVS SHUT ODT> &C. 181 

Cruel boy ! abjured and scorned. 
Here thy blushing trophies glow : 
LoTE-LiBS-BUSEDiNG all arouud, — 
Speed thee, dangerous vagrant, go I 



Where yon fountain sparkles clear. 
Low beneath its willowy shade. 
Nurslings of one parent bom — 
LoYE-AND-iDLENEss have played. 



Where yon wild rose flaunts her flowers, 
(Once its garlands bound my hair). 
Changed for me those sunny hours. 
Thou thy thorns hast planted there ! 



Fragrant Woodbine, all untwined. 
Wanders here forlorn and free. 
Emblem of the maiden's mind 
Who has plac'd her trust in thee. 
l3 
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How, within my cafan retiea^ 
Did thy troant footsteps stray ? 
Bow'd beneath thy breath's control^ 
Did my steadiest fence gire way P 



Passion's-flowers are past and gone ; 
Still around one lonely spot. 
All her tnrqaoise gems unchlmged. 
Blooms the meek Forget-me-not. 



Once beneath thy wild control 
Shone the hom*, or gloomed the day ; 
Now my chast3n*d boeom owns 
Wisdom's rule and reason's sway : 



Leave me to my new-found peace. 
Leave me to my late repose, — 
Here at length my struggles cease. 
Here my heart forgets its woes : 



FLOWEE-OAEDBN. 183 

Jcfy of pmer infloeiice botn, 
Hope of loftier aim I knoWy — 
Now thy stonnj povrer I scorn — 
Leare me, chUd ! thoa need'st most go. 



— Art tfaoa fled without a word P 
Clos'd the porch and iMirr'd the door^ 
Are thj Wd companions gone P 
Fair-hair'd joath had flown heibre ! 



Most I from each idol part. 
To each transport hid adien. 
Which aroond my yoothfiil heart. 
Once its hlest delusions threw P 



Yet, sweet Lore ! with tears and grief 
I thy wings recedi]^ see ; 
Sorrow stiH on parting waitSy— 
Scfpe and Joy retire with diee 1 
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ViAtaivf» Bnam. 



ADDBKSSKD TO TBI PRINCESS OF PRUS8U, AMBLIA, TOUNOBST 
SI8TBR OF FRBDBRIC TBB ORBAT. 



M SoQYent dans one songe,** Ac 



Last night, such transport blessed my pillow 
As ne'er has charmed my waking hours ; 
For love and empire hail'd me sovereign* 
And you had wreathed my crown with flowers. 



Low at your feet my trembling wishes. 
My heart's deep vows I dared make known ; 
And blushes o er your fair cheek stealing. 
Spoke some soft feelings in yomr own. 
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— -*Twa8 Tain I On morning's rosy pinions^ 
Scared by light touch, the vision fled ! 
Despoiled the new-made king's dominions,— 
His reign a dream, his throne a bed ! 



But fate, of empiro who beroft me. 
One softening bliss reserved in store ; 
Your pit3ring smile and blush she left me. 
And I regret my crown no more ! 



THE 



<^olDiet'0 3$irtDi; 



OR, 



OUR lady's chapel at midnight: 



21 ILegettli 



OF TBI 



ANCIENT CATHEDRAL OF GOSLAR.* 



From t?te Oerman of Ddring, 



* See Coleridge's Letters. Note. 
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a^t SbolHiers Svi&e ; 



OR, OUR LADY'S CHAPEL AT MIDNIGHT : 



A OKRMAM LKOKMD. 



THE MOTHER. 

—Wake, Mary ! wake, my slumbering daughter ! 
The clear, cold dawn-light faintly gleams ; 
The holy chapel-bell is chiming : 
Arise ! as duteous maid beseems. 

Haste through the grey and glimmering twilight. 
For early matin-rites prepare. 
And deck each sainted shrine and ahar 
With hallow*d flowers and gentlest care. 
m2 



192 THE soldier's bride. 

Soon, soon thy warrior-love returning. 
Shall bid the bridal mom arise. 
And Adolph's smile of love and rapture 
Shall light to bliss those tear-fraught eyes. 

MART, 

Sweet mother ! sounds and dreams deceiving 
Are o*er thy anxious pillow spread : 
No breath of mom's returning fragrance 
Has yet its early freshness shed. 



No light, save yonder waning taper. 
Pours faintly through the shadowy room : 
Around us midnight's blankest darkness ; 
Still broods in deep and shuddering gloom. 

From war s far plains, where roams my lover. 
On sleep's soft wings his image flies ; 
And Adolph's form bends o'er my pillow, 
And charms to rest these woe-wom eyes. 



THE soldier's BRIDE. 193 

Blest visions o er my slumbei's stediDg, 
Gild with pale light the midnight's gloom ; 
To hope and fancy's view revealing 
More bliss than e'er in life may bloom. 

His joy-wing'd step, his spurs' light ringing*, 
His sabre's clank, I seem to hear ; 
And vows of love and rapture blending. 
Breathe softly on my dreaming ear. 

Oh mother ! when shall peace returning 
Bid that wished bridal mom arise ? 
Oh ! when shall Adolph's voice of gladness 
Awake to bliss these tear-fraught eyes P 

Beam ! beam, blest stars ! on that bright morrow. 
Ere grief and care our fates divide. 
Ere hope expire in doubt and sorrow^ 
And death, not love, have claimed the bride. 

m3 
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MOTHER. 

Rise, jMary ! rise my lingering daughter. 
No dream deceived my watchful ear ; 
I'he holy matin bell has sounded. 
The pale grey mom is glimmering near. 

Rise ! in thy snowy ix)bes enfold thee. 
Pure as thyself and spotless they. 
And at Our Lady's shrine low bending. 
Thy maiden rites and .offerings pay. 



— Light from her lowly pillow springing. 
The gentle maid obedient rose ; 
The snow-white robes her breast enshrouded, — 
The rosemary's hallowed wreath she chose : 

Its sacred flowers (Our Lady's garland) 
Her beauteous brow, pale beaming, wore ; 
Blanch'd was her cheek, and chill'd her bosom. 
And cold the hand her lamp that bore. 
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Now through the church-yard's glimmering 

darkness. 
With shuddering haste her foot-steps tread. 
As if each light step s trembling pressure 
Might bruise or rouse th* unconscious dead. 

Hark ! a low chant, at distance rising. 
Breathes faintly o*er the glimmering graves ; 
Like dying winds and waters blending 
In oceans farthest, deepest caves. 

Slow on the fitful night-breeze sailing. 
The faint, wild death-dirge floats around. 
And vaulted roofs and dim-arched cloisters 
Prolong and swell the funeral sound : 

And through the darkness, quivering bright. 
The chapeFs long, high windows gleamed. 
Illumined by some ghastly light 
That through its open portals streamed. 



196 THE soldier's bride. 

She entered : hallowed beads and cross 
Press'd to her hearty its throbs composed ; 
— With sounding swing and echoing crash. 
The massive doors behind her closed. 



Seen by some faint and lurid light. 
Like shrouded lamp or torch-fire s glare. 
In dim and blood-stained corslet dressed, 
A pale and ghastly form is there ! 

Ranged round the altar's misty verge. 
Their quivering light the tapers threw. 
And, by her bursting heart confest. 
Full well the loved, the dead, — she knew I 

The shadowy helm, the plume dark streaming, 
The shattered sword, by turns appear ; 
And Adolph's voice, her bosom thrilling. 
Broke faintly on her shuddering ear. 
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ADOLPH. 

From Prague's far plain, firesh red with slaughter. 
Thy Adolph's parted spirit flies : 
Not thine to soothe his lingering anguish ; 
Not thine to close his death-fixed eyes. 



There, on wide wing, the eagle hovers ; 
White to the moon the slain forms glare : 
The hattle-storm in death is silenced ; — 
The young, the brave, the loved, — are there ! 

E'en in that hour of mortal anguish. 
To thee my passing spirit flew ; 
And death and fate, their claim suspending. 
Give me once more thy face to view. 

But aspect of the parted dead 
May never living eye behold ; 
The prison-secrets of the grave 
May ne'er to living ear be told. 
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Thy Adolph's fate^ commmiion drear, 
Tis thine, oh death-doomed hride ! to share : 
Approach ! no more to view the light. 
To hreathe no more life's genial air. 



— Sudden some vapour from the tomh 
Breathed o'er the maid with death-fraught chill : 
Her freezing hlood its influence owned ; 
Each heart-throh paused, each pulse was still. 



And when at mom the pious train 
Took to the lonelj fane their way. 
Prone on the altar's marhle stoLr 
Pale, cold, in death, the maiden lay. 



Still o*er her rohes of glistening white 
Flowed in dark waves her raven hair ; 
And still Our Lady's chaplet bright. 
Gleamed on her brow, so cold and fair. 
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matin fmrnnf 

SUNG BY THE NUNS APPROACHING THE CHAPEL. 

Morning's beams serene returning. 
Wake the rite and claim the prayer : 
To our plaintive chant attending. 
Holy mother ! bend and hear. 

Bless the hour to service holy. 
Bless the day from pain and sin ; 
Cheer the contrite, raise the lowly. 
Breathe thy peace our hearts within. 



THE 



HINDOO GOD 



AND THS 



BAYADERA: 



flu InHtoit ftegetUr. 



FBOM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE. 



'* Love ftrong as death.' 



It 



TO THE AUTHOR 



or THS 



''9Iea0iire0 ot pernors," ''Itals,'' >, 

THIf LITTLS TBAHfLATION, 

FROM THE GERMAN OF Q-OETHE, 
IS DEDICATED, 

IN TESTIMONT OF ADMIRATION FOR HIS WRITINGS, 

AND IN 
ORATITCDE FOR HIS KINDNESS. 



THS 



JQitdioo ffioti anH t^t ISafioHera : 



AN INDIAN LEGEND. 



ntOM THE GERMAN OF OOBTHE. 



Tbs Bayadrrasare the Nautch or Dandag Oiris of India: they 
are remarkable for their twanty and aooomplishments, but bdong to a 
low and despised caste. 

This romance is the orii^nal of Taolioni'i beantifal Ballet, of a 
French Opera on the same sobject, (**La Bayadere.*') and an English 
Opera now performing, at Covent Oarden, under the name of the 
<*Maid of Cashmere." 

The original Poem has been beautifhUy set to mnsic by Zsltbr, 
OosTHs'f oldest friend and correspondent See ** Brief-wechsel 
Kwischen Ookthb and Zsltbr.*' Berlin, published, 1834. 
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THX 



HinHoo ttfoli ftnH t|e ISasa&era. 



The Indian God has left his radiant boireis^ 
In mortal form to visit eartb below ; 
'Midst fading scenes to waste his exiled hwm, 
And taste of human bliss and human wo : 



Here, his eyes all hearts pervading. 
These shall punish^ those shall spare ; 
He assumes a mortal's nature 
' To exert a monarch's care. 



Cheeks with youthful glory beaming. 
Brows with pride celestial crowned. 
Shrouded in a pilgrim's seeming. 
Yet had power to oharm or wound* 
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Through the city's crowded tumult^ 
Lone> the ohsenrant pilgrim strayed^ 
And as evemng clos'd around him^ 
Reached its portal's massy shade : 

Calm on Ganges' sacred waters 
Bright the floating moon-light lay^ 
And the husy day-light murmur^ 
Faint in distance^ died away. 

Still and lone the suhurh dwellings 
Where the poor and ahject rest ; 
— ^Through yon lighted lattice streamings 
What hright eyes his steps arrest P 

Can that brow of guileless beauty 
Know the flush of art or shame P 
— On those cheeks the dyes that glisten 
Mark the Batadera's name. 
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— " Save thee, maiden !'* — " Courteous stranger. 
Speak ! thy duteous handmaid hears ; 
Mine to greet thee, mine to tender 
Lowly service, gentlest cares : 



Wilt thou grace my humhle dwelling ? 
Bright the perfumed lamps shall hum. 
Freshest fruits my hand provide thee. 
Coolest draught from purest urn : 



^-Night s chill shades are closing round thee, * 
Rest thee, heauteous stranger ! here ; — 
Bathe thy feet, with travel weary. 
Pause and rest,— thy couch is near !" 



Smiles th' imperious God, as fondly 
Now she soothes pretended ills : 
Binds his throhhing hrows, and perfumes 
O'er his weary limhs distils. 
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Then, the glittering cymbals laismg. 
Through the aiiy dance she springs ; 
Slow, in circling mazes, round him 
Hovering as on angel's wings* 



Floats in air her gauzy vesture. 
As she moves in action bland. 
Wafted kiss, or fragrant garland. 
Offering him with graceful hand. 



-—As the kindled incense rising. 
Winding, curls in rich perfume-; 
As the flower the fruit preceding 
Promise gives of golden bloom ; 

— Oende cares and courteous favors 
Herald swifi; love s dawning hour ; 
Weave the slender chains which bind him ;• 
Artless speUa of mightiest power ! 
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Eyes with light etherial beaming. 
Brows with pride celestial crowned^ 
Shrouded in a mortal's seeming, 
Yet had power to charm (nt wound : 



As he praised her cheeks' pale roses. 
Love, first love, pervades her breast : 
Softer charms and purer beauty 
Shone o'er all her form confest 



Those bright eyes, in tears averted. 
Now no more his glance may meet ; 
And those limbs of graceful motion. 
Trembling, fail her, — at his feet. 



« 



o 
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But a direr proof awaits her, — 
For the God, with stem control. 
Bids the testing fires of anguish. 
Brighten and refine her soul : 



Deep his glance her mind pervading. 
Reads, how love has conquered art ; 
Sees (*mid nature's desolation) 
There survives a feeling heart. 
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Night with shadows, joy with roses. 
Have the lovers' couch overspread : 
— Morning heams : from transient slumhers. 
Soft, she wakes,— her dream has fled ! 



— ^Lo ! where still her pillow sharing. 
Changed and pale the stranger lies ! 
Thrilling cold the cheek she presses. 
Dark and sealed those radiant eyes. 



Death in icy chains has hound him ! 
Wild she shrieks with maddening fears : 
Powerless now to wake or warm him 
Frantic kisses, burning tears ! 



o2 
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—What wild sounds of wailing mtisic 
Wake her from her trance so drear ? 
— Lo ! with funeral flowers they've crowu'd him. 
Raised, and hear him on the hier. 



Sad and slow the silent concourse. 
In the moon-light, moves along ; 
White-roh'd priests and stately Brahmins 
Lead and swell the funeral song. 
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Cj^r Bivitt. 



" To the grave we bear the aged. 
On whom death descends as dew ; 
Weary pilgrim, fain to rest him, — 
Ne'er life's journey to renew ! 



** To the grave the youth we cany. 
Struck in manhood's pride and bloom ; 
Ardent hopes and high aspirings 
Quenched, untimely, in his tomb." 



" Sound, ye trumpets ! shrilly wailing ! 
" Rouse, ye drums ! your wild acclaim 

Take, ye Gods ! of earth the glory ! 

Take the youth on wings of flame I"* 



t( 



t€ 



• See Note. 
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Wheie^ by Granges' sacred waters^ 
Lurid light the torch-fires shed. 
There the couch of fire is hollowed. 
There the pile awaits the dead. 



Now on wings of lightning flying. 
While her shrieks transpierce the air ; 
Breathless by the bier she throws her 
With the might of wild despair : 



-— '' Give me ! give me back my husband ! 
Mine, in' heaven's and mortals' sight ; 
Mine in rapture, mine in anguish, 
— Mine, to die with him, the right ! 



''In his burning grave I seek him : — 
Shall the flames that beauty sear ? 
Shall, to dust and ashes mouldering. 
Perish all I held so dear ?" 
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— Slow the priests^ their chant resumiiM^, 
Listless her wild transports view : 
«« Take, ye gods l the pride of manhood. 
''Through the cleansing fires to you. 

" Rouse, ye drums ! your brazen clamom's, 
'' Trumpets ! pour your thrilling strain : 
'' Heaven demands of earth the glory ; 
'' Rise, oh youth ! on wings of flame V* 

THE BRAHMIN. 

— " Hear, thou then, thy priest*s injunction i 
Breathe no more a husband's name I 
Shameless, homeless Bayadera ! 
Thou no spouse can'st own or claim. 

" To the land of darkness, only 
May the shade the corse attend : 
To the death-pile's glorious altar. 
Only may the wife ascendl" 
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'* Wdke ! ye drams ! your farewd clamours 
" Trumpets ! speak eartih's lost adieu ! 
" Vishnou ! bear the youth to glory ! 
" Take him on the flames to youi'* 



—With hushed breath she paus*d^ still kneeling. 
And her pale lips moved in prayer : 
Then, with out-stretched arms, wild-springing. 
Plunged— the burning death to share ! 



Waking, rose her godlike lover. 
As his fiery couch she pressed. 
Beaming with immortal beauty. 
Clasped the loved one to his breast. 



In his radiant arms encircled. 
While through flaming clouds they rise. 
Bore the dear one, the devoted. 
Joyous, to his native skies. 
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Theie^ where pride no more shall sever. 
Grief shall wound, or death divide. 
Love, relenting, bids for ever 
Bloom in bliss the faithful bride. 
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" Thou hast left sorrow in thy song, 
A Toice not load, but deep ! 

The glorious bowers of earth among, 
How often didst thou weep ! 



** Where couldst thou fix on moilal ground 

Thy tender thoughts and high ? 
— Now peace the woman's heart has found, 

And joy the poefs eye/' 

From ** The Orme qf a Poetess,'* by Mrs, Hemans. 
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iUcolIeitiott» Of fitlv9. HenuiM : 

IRREGULAR STANZAS, 

WRITTEN IN THE UBRARY, 

WAVERTREE-HALL.* 

» Nothing of her that doth faAeJ^-^Shakspean, 



* Mrs. HsMAMS resided in the immediate vicinity of tiiis old house 
(in the village of Wavertree) for nearly three years : it snggested her 
beaatiftil poem " Books and Fiowen /'* and one of her most exquisite 
lyrics, '* The Haunted House" describes its local scenery, and gives 
** a brief abstract" of the sufferings and feelings of one of its inhabitants. 
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UttolUctiom of mttf. yUemaMx 



IRREGULAR STANZAS, 



WRITTEN IN THE LIBRARY, 



WAYERTREE-HALL. 



Fermossi al fln U c(nr obe balso tanto.** — Pmdtwiont*. 



—Rest ! rest^ high heart ! of courage firm and tried> 

Well has thy nohle nature home its part. 

O'er life s realities of care and woe. 

Sky-tinctured rohes of poesy to throw. 

Veil with its weh thy pure heart's sorrowing glow. 

And hind its jewels on an aching heart 
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Bright to the last life's generous current flowed. 
And £riendship hallowed it, and fancy blest. 
And pure religion's mild undazzling sun, 
(Dear to thy youth, ere yet thy sands were run). 
Its soft shades deepening as the day was done. 
Beamed with calm radiance on thy parting rest ! 



Oh ! who that loved thee as my heart has loved. 
Or marked thy sinking spirits* slow decay,f 
Could wish the bitter, lingering pang prolonged 
That " bound thee to the rack of this vile world" ? J 
Or bid thee longer from thy resting stay ? 



f *< lo parto ammano, ammano ; 
'' Crescemi og^or pii!i Pombra, e'l sol vien manco, 
" E son presso al cadere infermo, e stanco !" 

Rime di MichdagnoUi BtumamttL 
Firenxe, 1623. 



X Shakspeare. 
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Yet ever 'midst thy sorrow's deepest blight^ 

Soft through the gloom thy sacred numbers rose :§ 

— Loftier and more aerial in their flight 

Swelled the pure strains of calm subdued deUght ; 

As sweet flowers, bowed beneath the dews of night, 

Elfluse their richest odours as they close. 



From thy lone couch no sullen murmur breathed ! 
But peace and patience sped the lingering hours ; 
And forms of beauty hovered round thy bed. 
And o'er thine eyes were lovely visions shed ; 
And, blest precursor of the angel Death, 
The cherub Sleep wreath'd thy pale brow with flowers. 



§ ''The Meditations in Sickness." 
The Sabbath Sonnet,"— /ft# last I 



«< 



1 
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And there was one, of manliest, noblest mood. 
One stedfast friend, still thy sick chamber nigh : 
Skilled every impulse of thy soul to trace. 
And read swift meaning in thy languid eye ; 
Thyscarce-form*d wish to guess, obey thy half-breath'd 

sigh: 
One who thy grateful heart admired, approved^ 
Of gentlest firmness, and of feelings high: 
(—Blest be thy care. Oh ! brother of my soul I || 
That thus a sister s wishes could supply. 
And by thy generous thought for her I loved. 
Strengthen the Ufe-wom links of mind and kindred's 

tie!) 



II Spanish, <*Hennaiu> de mi alma !" 
See the dedication to this volume. 
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Vain, that to thee a lyre from heaven was given. 
That nations'^ honor thee, and sagesf greet, — 
That kindred hards| the precious wreath assign. 
And critics, § lion-like, crouch at their Una's feet, — > 

That love and fame, and pity's tenderest meed. 
Were to thy soul-suhduing numhers given ; 
Wide through the land|{ the graceful torrent rolled. 
Mirroring the forms of earth in hues of heaven : 



* America. 

f Correspondence: Bishop Heber, his early notice of her; Dr. 
Channing; Blanco White ; Dr. Norton ; Thomas Hamilton, 
Esq. (then) of Chiefswood, &c. &c. 

X Wordsworth ; Sir Walter Scott ; Joanna Baillie. 

^ Lord Jeffrey, — ^his occasional correspondence with her,— kind- 
ness while in Edinburgh, — critique, Edinburgh Review. 

II Popularity of her writings, — number of copies of her Poems 
that were drcolated in this country, and re-printed in 
America. 
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— Not of thy woman's heart, or suffering frame. 
Could these one aching, withering pang allay ; 
Condemned in lone supremacy to mourn. 
Whatever rankling ills, whatever scorn. 
Might mean caprice inflict, or cold neglect convey ! * 



* ** It is known that in the one great event of her life she was 
unhappy : it is sufficient to add, with the feelings and in the 
words of a sister, * that she married at eighteen in all the 
trustfiilness of a young, enthusiastic nature, — but was fated 
soon to see her dreams of happiness give place to sad realities, 
and the blight thus cast upon her affections, tinged with 
moumfulness a temperament naturally ardent and joyous.'" 
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— Lo ! here the books|| thy kindling eye perused. 
The Cid's wild wars, the Roncevalles* fray : 
Whate er proud Spain has poured of record old. 
Or Moorish chant, Arabian scrolls unfold 
Of high heroic tale, of light or plaintive lay ! 



II Spanish Library : 

Cancionero general. Escobar Romaucero del Cid. Turpini 
Historia de vita Caroli magni et Rolandi. &c. Romances 
Moriscos. Romances of Bernardo del Carpio. Chronica 
del Cid. Berceo, Juan de Mena. Sanchez* Castillian Poetry 
before the 15th Century. Conde, Historia de los Arabes en 
Kspana. D'Herbelot. Sale's Koran. De Hita, Wars of 
the " Zegrii y Abencerrages.'* Ockley, Cardonne, Chcnier, 
" Reserches sur les Maures." Garibay, Alvar de Luna, 
Mariana, &c. Amadis de Gaula, &c. Depping's Samm- 
lung. Duran. Bohl von Faber's Floresta, &c. 

P ^ 
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There the long shelves with magic tomes are piled,* 

The legends stem of Gothic fiction's lore :f 

Oh ! not less dear to us, that other eyes 

Could their pale ghosts and thrilling spells despise. 

Mock the chill fears our hearts had learnt io prize. 

And view with gay contempt our wizzard store. 



* German Books: 

f A collection of ghost-stories rivalling the Abbotsford one. 
Dobeneck*s Volksglauben. Tieck. Fantasie-Stucke. Hoff- 
man. Ricbter. Laun. Buckzo. La Motte-Fouquet. 
Otmar. Grimm. Museus's Volks mllrchen. Sagen der 
Vorzeit. Herder's Volks-lieder. Arnim's Stimme der 
Volke. Burger. Der Mildesheimische Lieder-buch. Der 
Wundcr-bom, — a treasury of old ballads, legends, &c. 
Dietrich's Braga, — the lyric poetry of Germany. Scblegel. 
F. Horn, &c. 
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And here the white-robed bands^ Italia's pride ! * 

Cbivalric epics, in confusion gay : 

Whatever has charmed in Pulci's varying song, 

Or breathed delight Boyardo*8 groves among, 

Swept on soil gales Alcina's bowers along. 

Or waked to high emprize, in saintly Tasso*s lay. 



* Italian Books : 

L'Orlandino. L'Amadigi di Bernardo TassOj U Floridante. 
Trissiiio. II Morgante maggiore. Ricciardetto. Fulvio 
TesU, L'Isola d'Alcina, Girone il Cortese. Boyardn, Conte 
di Scaudiano. L. Dominichi, Bemi. Ariosto. Panizzi on 
the Romantic poetry of Italy. Tiraboschi. Crescembini. 
Roscoe. Ginguen^. Sismondi. Teatro antico. Trissino, 
Rucellai. Gobbi, Soelta di Sonetti e Canzoni d6gni secolo. 
Mathias' Componimenti lirici d' Italia, &c. 

This vague and meagre list of names will give some idea 
of the btadies she preferred, and the resources that were open to 
her— even for two years before she settled at Wavertree, by a 
constant interchange of letters and books. 
p2 
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How dear to me, when study's sacred hours 
These treasured volumes to thy hidding gave. 
To watch their magic light's transmitted powers 
With rainhow hues tinging thy fancy's flowers ; 
And as thy harp poured free its lyric showers. 
To mark their fictions shadowed in its wave ! f 



t Her " Lays of many Lands." — ^''National Lyrics," ** Dedicated 
to Mrs. Lawrence, in memory of brightly associated hours." 

She says in the precious little note that accompanied this 
volume, — ** I think you will love my little book, — though it con- 
tains but the broken music of a troubled heart, — for all the hours 
it will recall to you, beam fresh and bright as ever in my memory, 
though I have passed through but too many of sad and deep ex- 
citement, since that period.'' 

Dated, Dublin, March 4th, 1834. 



MRS. HEM AN 8. 241 



— ^Thine sparkling wit.* the effort wild and vain. 
For the charmed crowd to play a careless part ; 
The hrilliant thought, the gay, the reckless strain 
Which hid the throhhings of a wounded heart 



(Too well to me the swift reversef was known. 

The languid pause, when spirits worn expire : 
Vainly for me the glittering pile was raised, 
I knew the light with which thy fancy hlazed. 
At once a dazzHng and consuming fire.) 



* Her powers of coDversation, — ^her beautiful language, — success 
in society. See Notes at the end of the volume. 

f Fatigue and langour which succeeded her exerti^s of this 
kind. See Notes at the end of the volume. 

p3 
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And thine the rich, the deep, the thoughtful vein, 
The converse high to peaceful hours assigned ; 
When my rapt soul exulting owned thy powers. 
And deem'd, not e'en thy volumes* treasm-'d flowers 
Gave such fair transcript of thy heaven-fraught mind ! 
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— Lo ! here the shrine § thy gentle spirit loved ! 
Still on its marble bloom the wintry flowers : 
Soft round its verge remembered odomrs rise, — 
But who, like thee, their fresh mild scents shall prize ? 
Or bless their spell to charm life s feverish hours ? || 



§ << The shrine." — She gave this name to a marble table in a 
southern window^ on which the forced flowers were arranged, 
and blew particularly well, in winter. 

Ij " I really think that pure passion for flowers is the only one 
which long sickness leaves untouched with its chilling in- 
fluence. Often during this weary illness of mine have I 
looked upon new books with perfect apathy, when, if a friend 
has sent me a few flowers, my heart has ' leap'd up* to their 
dreamy-hues and odours with a sudden sense of renovated 
childhood, which seems to me one of the mysteries of our 
being.''-^Afr«. Hemans to Mrs, Latvrence,from Redctdale, 
near DubUn, 1835. 
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Fair from it wintry couch the graceful reedj 
A tasselled sceptref to thy hand I gave. 
To thee a sylvan throne and crown decreed. 
Empress of flowers ! of nature's realm the rose ! * 
— Vainly for thee the pendant wreaths T chose ; 
Alas ! when Spring's first gales those hlossoms wave. 
Thy favorite buds their emerald seals unclose 
But to be broken o'er their sovereign's grave ! § 



J Convallaria majalis,"— or, ** Solomon^s SeaL" 

f She saw this beautiful English plant for the first time at 
Wavertree, and she was so delighted with it that we called 
it her Sceptre. 

* " Mournfully ! sing mournfully ! 
" The royal rose is gone !" — 

The Nightingale^s Death Songy by Mrs, Hemans, 

§ Alluding to the Heraldic ceremony of breaking the rod or 
wand of office over the grave of a potentate. 



MR8.<HEMANS. 245 



—The twilight room/ the books, the flowers remaiu,f 
All that thy love has piuised or prized is there ; 
But never more shall voice or powers like thine 
Those pleasures heighten, or these treasures share ! 



* <* Maoy, many thanks for your delightful and affectionate 
letter : the rery scent of it was full of pleasant memories, — 
breathing of * brightly associated hours.' " — July, 1834. 

f *' My malady is slowly, only slowly, giving way to medical 
regimen, but when 1 write to you, my imagination always 
brightens, and pleasant thoughts of lovely flowers, and dear 
old books, and strains of antique Italian melody, come float- 
ing over me, as Bacon says, the rich scents go ' td and &o 
like music in the air.' " — Mrs. Hemans, Jram Redesdaie, 
near Dvblin, Jan. 23, 1835. 
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— Aloue I mourn ! — ^no hope, no wish was thine 
Thy harassed course, *mid troubled seas to stay : 
Blest was the hour which saw its sails unfurled. 
When thy frail bark§ escaped this stormy world, 
Sought on glad wings the haven of its rest. 
Spread to the halcyon gales its eager breast. 
And won, o'er peaceful tides, its homeward way ! 



^'Scarco dnina importana e grave salma 
** Signore Eterao ! e del moodo disciolto, 
« Qaal fragil legno a tt gtanco mi volto 
" Dall' orribil procella in dolce calma," 

Mkhdagnuolo Buonarrotti. 
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Rest ! rest, lone spirit ! — not to thee were given 
Those soul-linked honds which make this earth too 

dear: 
— Now may meek faith its guerdon meet in heaven. 
And genius taste the bliss it pictured here ! 



r" 



NOTES. 



« —Books are yours. 

Within whose secret chambers treasure lies 

Preserved from age to age ; more precious fiur 

Than that accamalated store of gold 

And orient gems, which, for a day of need, 

The saltan hides in his ancestral tombs : 

These hoards of sweets yon can unlock at will.** 

fFbrdtworth. 

** Apres le plaisir de possMer des livres, il n'y en a gUere 
de pins donx que celnl d*en parler, et de commnniqner ces 
innocentes richesses de la penste qn'on acqniert dans la 
caltnre des lettres." 

C Nodier. " Melanget d*une petite bibUoteque. 



NOTES 



TO THE 



UMt autttmn At a U\umviU Vittititntt. 



«*— These lofty elnu 
<* Inrite ttie rooks, who, high amid the boughs, 
« In early Spring their airy city boild.** 

TTumiion. 



Note 1, page 1. 

Wavertree-Hall, the residence of Charles Lawrence, Esq. 
written at a moment when some circumstances connected with 
the constmetion of tiie magnificent Rail-road from Liverpool to 
Manchester (wbi^ passes close round its grounds^ had made the 
family anticipate the necessity of removing from iL 

r3 
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Note 2, page 2. 

The hand alone that culiuredy knowt 
The pleasure that such toil bestows, 

*' — Ma quel piacer s'aggualia a quel ch'io prenda 
Solamente da te, mio picciol orto !" 

** Tu del mio petto le nojose cure 
Lungi sbandisce, e invece lor v'induci 
Piacer, letizia, e pace.'' 

" — Qual si trovo piacer che tu non abbia }** 

* * • • * 

«Tu I'occbio pasci, se dell' erbe mira 

I nativi smeraldi e i vagbi fiori. 
Goden per te gli orrecbi in ascoltando 

II grato susurrar dell' api industri," &c. 

The pleased eye rests on emerald herbage nigh, 
And mossy mounds, and purple thyme are near : 
Where golden bees their cheerful labours ply. 
And busy murmurs soothe the grateful ear. 

Bernardino Baldi. 1553. 

From one of his Eclogues, delightful from the simplicity and 
truth of their rural imagery. Sometimes it is an old man who 
enumerates the difterent productions of vegetable drinks or food. 
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the tine and legitimate manner of compounding " quel cibo a 
qualunque condizione di persona tanto gradita e cara, cbe si chi- 
ama Polenta :*' sometimes it is a good mother instructing her 
daughter in moral and domestic duties. This last poem, *' La 
Madre difamigliay^* is to be found entire in Quadrio's ^^Storia 
e ragione d*ogn% Poeaia.** Instead of a golden age, he has des- 
cribed the real enjoyments of a country life : the delight he took 
in the cultivation of his own fields, his fruits, and flowers. He 
died at his birth-place, Urbino, 1617, as it has been beautifully 
expressed by his biographer, — *' Quemadmomum sanctissime 
vixit, ita sanctissima obiiL" 



Note 3, page 7. — Loved sister of my heart! &c. 
Her last view of the flower-garden, 

— 'Twas at that window's flower-crowned height, 
Which now the bowering woodbine shrouds. 
Wrapped in her snowy robes, she sate. 
And gazed on sun-set's glittering clouds : 
While floating round her, rich and fair. 
The golden radiance wreathed her hair. 
On each soft fold of drapery gleamed. 
And through the crimson awning streamed. 
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— Pale was her cheek ! her hand as pale 
Which round her drew her shadowy -veil. 
In vain I strove, with trembling care, 
To shield her from the treacherous air, 
The coming sorrow to restrain. 
And lead her to her conch again. 
" — Not yet ! not yet !" she softly allied, 
" Oh ! thou who ne'er my boon denied : — 
The settling birds and closing flowers 
Give token of the twilight hours ; 
And o'er the herbage, cool and calm. 
The summer dew descends like balm : 
Still be it mine once more to trace 
The parting smile on nature's face. 
And bid to scenes so dear to view 
A cheerful, not a last, adieu !" 

Omitted in the second edition. 



Note 4, page 9. — No more thy name* 

« Chiamando sempre in van I'amato nome." 
Isabella mowming her Zerbino, 



Ariosto, 
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Note 5, page ll.—Jfy father rested in the sun. 
'* — Schlummre nihig, guter Vater ! 
Dass doch alP die sussen blumen 
Die du streu'st auf meinen pfad 
Dir zum kranze werdcn mochten 
Auf dein sorgen-schweres haupt !" — GriUparzer, 

His resignatwn to death. 
Not for himself could life supply 
One fond regret, one half-breathed sigh, 
One fear to meet the fate so nigh. 
One wish to linger here ! 

Ob ! better thus, ere reason waned. 
Ere sense and feeling lost their bloom, 
And memory's self its trust betrayed. 
To sink, all honored, to the tomb : 

— Not thine the humbling ills that age 
Inflicts through years of dull decay : 
With hope, and faith, and courage armed. 
Thy kindling spirit winged its way ! 

—Still bright from memory's inmost shrine 

Beams forth that form my soul reveres. 

And soft the sainted image smiles, — 

Pirn seen through my unconscious tears ! 

Omitted in the second edition^ 
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Note 6^ page 12. 

The old English Garden : Payne Knight lamenting the changes 
introduced by Repton and his admirers. — 



€* 



— ^But here once more, ye rural muses, weep ! 
The ivied baUustrade and teiTace steep. 
Walls mellowed into harmony by tim^ 
On which fantastic creepers used to climb. 

***** 
"—The sidelong walls 
Of shaven yew, the holly's prickly arms 
Trimm'd into high arcades ; the tonsUe box 
Wove in mosaic mode of many a curl 
Around the figured carpet of the lawn." 

The Landscape, a didactic Poem. 

It is curious to read this now, when the statutes of Repton and 
Capability Browne have fallen into abeyance, and the Dutch 
legislation of William the Thiid and his secretary has <* re- 
assumed its reign."— See Swift's account of Sir William Temple 
at Moorpark. 



Note 7, page 13. — And moonlight watch the foxgloves keep. 
The white foxglove, called la America the centinel-flower. 
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Note 8, page li^^Intcription on a Sun-diaL 

« Horas non numero nbi serenas." 

— '*This has been, perhaps, some legend of popish superstition : 
some monk of the dark ages must have invented and bequeathed 
it to us, who, loitering in trim gardens and watehing the silent 
march of time as his fruits ripened in the sun, and his flowers 
scented the balmj air, felt a mild langour pervade his senses, 
and having little to do or to care for, determined (in imitation of 
his sun-dial) to effiu)e that litde from his thoughts, or draw a 
veil over it, making his life one long dream of quiet ** Horas 
non tmnuro nhi terencui'* he might repeat when the heavens were 
overcast, and the gathering storm scattered the falling leaves; 
and turn to his books and wrap himself in his golden studies. 
Out of some such mood of mind — elegant, indolent, and thought- 
ful—this exquisite device, speaking volumes, must have origi- 
nated." 

Note 9, page 17. 
The Rookery : Spanish idea of English respect for its inmates. 
— " Has not your worship read" (replied Don Quixote) **the an- 
nals and histories of England, which treat of the famous acts of 
King Arthur^ known in our Castilian Romances as the Rey 
Artu8f^-^f whom the antique and universal tradition throughout 
his kingdom of Britain relates, that this king did not die, but 
remains in a state of enchantment, transformed into a rook) 
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and that be shall return after a lapse of years^ and shall re> 
sume his sceptre and his kingdom ? And for this reason it is 
founds that from that time to this^ no Englishman will ever kill 
a crow."— X)o» Quixote, parte Imo, cap» XIII. 

This enchantment of king Arthur's is mentioned too in the 
Romance of Esplandian, (son of Amadis de Gaula,) in which it 
is said, that '^ The fairy Morgayna holds him enchanted, and 
after the lapse of ages he is to return and reign in Britain." 

Llewellyn, king of Wales, in 998 promulgated a law which 
prohibited any one from killing a rook. — From the blending of 
this prohibition with the story of this sable transformation of 
king Arthur's, may have originated the dislike to killing a rook, 
lest they should dislodge the soul of their expected sovereign. 

Cervantes confesses that he knows not how this fable origi- 
nated, " which is as well believed (he says) as it is ill imagined.*' 
*—Persile8 y Sigismunda, Lib. 1, p. 147. 

Note 10, page 19. 

Exotic flowers spread their bloom. 

And breathe their perfume round my room, 

**^^No sickening scent the sense alarms, 
Or with insidious fragrance charms ; 
The prisoned gale, that winnowing springs, 
Bears health and freshness on its wings. 
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•«-Of snowy light, the glistening spheres. 

Her moon-like orbs Camellia rears ; « 

And India's ferns, with palmy grace, 

0*er humbler flowers their shadows trace ; 

And pale Magnolia's silvery sheen 

Through dank and sea-green wreaths is seen : 

(So the wan moon through mantling cloud 

Gleams forth, like beauty in her shroud.) 

— And there in crimson grandeur rise 
A richer Flora's deepening dyes,* 
Of tropic suns and burning skies. 

There rose and purple's mingling bloom 

Shall Titian's, gorgeous tints relume, — 

Pomegranates glow,f carnation's blush. 

With all his shadowy splendour's flush : 

To the charmed eye the colouring lives:{ 

Which he, (and natuie, only) gives : 

Which glows in beauty's richest day, 

Which melts in sun-set's hues away. 

What time on Jura's snowy crest. 

The rosy shadows, lingering rest." 

Omitted in the second edition. 

* Caetos speeiotiulmas, C. tpeelosa, Amaryllit, Hibiscat, &c. 

1 Pomegranate blossom, the richest and parest scarlet knowo. 

t Some allation it intended to a particalar effect produced by massinr 
these flowers (lalce, orange, and scarlet) without the intenrention of 
a single green leaf. 

S 
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Note 11, page 19/r-]%e high-'hemped hearih again may blaze. 

** A ma sceur." 

*< Leprintemps nous disperse et Phyyer nous raUie ; 

Aupres de nos foyers noire ame recaeillie 

Goute ce doux commerce a tons les cceurs si cher, 

Oui, rinstinct social est enfant de I'hyvcr. 

En cercle un meme attrait rassemble autour de I'atre 

La vieillesse conteose, et I'enfanee folaire : 

Ui, courent a la ronde et les propos joyeux, 

£t la vieille romance, et I'aimables jeuz : 

lA se dedommageant de ses longnes absences 

Chacun vient retrouYer ses cberes connaissanoes, 

lA s'epanche le coeur,— le plus penible aveu 

Longtems captif ailleun, echappe an eoin dn fen." 
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NOTES 



TO TBS 



^r<ttmntt0» $ft 



Note 19, page 25. — Fragments by the Sitter of Falconer, 

As some inquiries have been made as to the authenticitj of 
these lines, since they appeared in the first edition^ it is thought 
best to avow here, that they were addressed many years ago to 
the memory of a beloved brother, (a young oflicer of the 51st 
regiment) whose brilliant talents, and dark, uncertain fate, 
but too closely resembled those of the admired author of the 
** Shipwreck," 



** No tMnb iff raised to thee 



Which may to later yeaw thy worth impart : 
Thou hast no grave but in the stormy sea. 
And tto memorial but this sorrowing heart" 

82 
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They were written, verbatiiD, in 1801^ many yean before 
Lord Byron's splendid description of a shipwreck, which has 
since superceded all others in English poetry : — 

<<Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewel/' &c. 



<(• 



'The best loved, and the best deserving to b6 loved, died 
before his day, in a foreign and distant land ; and trifles assume 
an importance not their own when connected with those who have 
been loved and lost" — Sir Walter Scott (ipeaking ofhU brother^ 
T, Scott J in the Pr^ace to WaverUy. 



** — Thtn came long days of hope, of dismal hope. 

Dying one day, and on another bright 

As madness : for Imagination dreams 

Of wild impossibilities, and Love 

Will borrow, for a time, the eagle's wings 

To sweep the isles and rocks, and finding not 

What she seeks there— the long lost beautiful. 

Goes down into the caverns of the sea. 

Commanding them to render up their dead ! 

—So fared it with this lady." 

Pro/estor WilionU Unimore, 
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^Ach ! vorzeih, wenn das verlorne 
III 80 hellem lichte gliiht, 
1st doch d«r yerlost ein blitzstnUil 
Dcr verklSf t, was er entzieht !" v 

Grillparzer, 

Note 13, page 31. — 7%e Dreamy a Spanish ballad. 

This feeling is of all ages and of all naUoiis ; it is thus beauti- 
fully illustrated by Southey : 

" — ^Yet to behold his fikee Again, and heair 
His voice, tho* painful, was a deep delight : 
It was a joy to think that he w^ near. 
To sde him in the visions of the night. 
To know that the departed still requite 
The love that to thdr mekMiy still will olmg ; 
And tho* he might not bless her wakhig sight 
With his dear presence, 'twas a blessed thmg 
That sleep worid thus soaietinles Hob tuctdtX image brih^ ! " 

Note \4, page 34 — 7*A« Dying Maiden to her Lover, 

What avails the JUnvret't bloom f 

Has beenset to Music by Miss Wilkinson, and pvbHshed by Willis, 
St. James'-street. 

s3 
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Note 15, page dS.—Elric and Eltee. 

This old Danish ballad is thus beautifully introduced into 
Ohlenschlagei-*s celebrated tragedy, ** Axel and Valborgo.*' 

Scene — The tomb of Axel in the cathedral of Drontheim, the 
ancient hurying-place of the Norwegian kings. 

ViLBORGA — (reclining there, dying,) 

So let mc rest, 

While calm as snow-flake showers 

Death steals like sleep upon me : 

Thou, my William ! 

Sing that old stiiain which in my childhood's hours 

I loved to hear, 

Its dirge-like chaunt shall soothe me. 

Well thou knowest the ancient lay 

Of Elsee and her Elric. 

There — ^take thy golden harp and sit thee down 

Beside the royal pillar, opposite 

To Axel's tomb, and sing the lay throughout, 

Even to the end, where the poor love-lorn maid. 

With trembling joy upon the grave's dark brink 

Rejoins her heart's-loved Elric. 
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WiLLiAU'-(kaving complied with her requett and conduded tlte 

song, afi/er a pauses) 

Valborga ' it is finished ; speak, Valborga ! 

How pale she lies ! — arise, loved friend, and cheer thee ! 

Ha ! does she faint ? or has the hand of death 

(He goes up to her and discovers that she is l^eless; her head 
resting upon the arm of AxeL) 

There is a beautiful critique upon this tragedy, and upon some other 
of Ohlenschlager's works, in tlie 4th number of the Foreign Reriew. 
Oct. 1828. 

Note 16, page 46.-71^ Ringlets, 

The leading idea only of this romance is taken from the Spa- 
nish. Many of these ballads breathe a spirit of the purest and 
yet most passionate tenderness, of which the original of the 
present one might be quoted as an example. They shadow out 
all the feelings and occurrences of every-day life : sometimes it 
is a Spanish version of " D*eil tak* the war !'' (*' Mai haya la 
guerra !'') some wife or some mother who laments in strains that 
vibrate through the heait) the alwenc6 or the danger of her young 
soldier ; of one whose presence was a joy to her eyes, and a beam 
of light to her path, and whose voice is heard in her home no 
more. Sometimes it is the artless girl of the mountain-inn, who 
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regrets Hat departure of the muleteer on whom she had fixed her 
8impl# afiections, and recounts the carei and attentions to him 
and his mules by which she sought to detain him, summing up 
all her griefs with the burden 

" Mai haya quien fia 

De gente que pasa !" 
'* How vain ! on a stranger 
Our fond hearts to stay ! 
Hew hopeless ! to trust, 
Who like thee, pasi away !" 

Note 17, page 51.— The Scarf, 
Fr. Miiller, better known as Mahler (painter) Miiller, died in 
obscurity, following this latter profession, at Rome, about ten 
years ago. His beautiful Idylls — <' Adam's AwakeniBf^" ** The 
Satyr Mopsus** : his ''Niiss-kemen." His writings, after long 
neglect, were brought into notice by Ludwig Tieck. His '^ Gene- 
vese,*' beautiful, even when compared With Tieck's : all written 
more than ^fly years ago. 

Note 18, page 60.~7%e Parting. 
'<£1 alba nos mira 
Y el dia amanesoe ; 
MiH ifae te dentan 
Iiei^antaAeyvete!'' 
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Note 19, page 68.-7^ Inviaible Spirii. 

VBOM THB ITALIAN OF liUlOI TAMllUiO. 

** L'aninm ddU morta donna diiasa nelPalbero.** 

This passage, from an old and almost forgotten poet, may remind 
some readers of the beautifal scene in Lord Byron's tragedy, 
Manfred addressing his departed and beloved Astarte. 

Note 20, page S6.--The forioken One. 

VBOM TBS OSBM AN OV OOXTBS. 

There is a pleasing passage in one of Oongora's Letrillas, of 
very similar feeling and expression. 

"Llorad! corazon 

Que teneis razon 

* * * 
" Uorando la ansencia 

Del galan traidor. 
La halla la luna 
Y la deja el sol : 
ABadiendo siempre 
Pasion a pasion, 
Mcmoria a memoria, 
Dolor a dolor, 
Llorad ! corazon. 
Que teneis razon !" 

Gongora, 
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We can hardly liel^v^ ikki tkis, and many other of hts touching 
and beautiful romanees^ werewritten bytheonnbnmsmuthorof the 
onoe celebrated andfhshionable, but noirfbi^ttetf ^'SoledadeSy'U. 
a series of po^mg "vHiibh, unfortunately, influenced the whole body 
of subsequent Castilian poetry, and which, under the name of 
Euphuism and the adoption of Lilly, perverted with its stifinesi 
and its quaintness, in the reign of Elizabeth, even our English 
literature itself. 



Note 21, page 92. — Favstma Maratti to her Rival ; 
or, "£a deleiia.'* 

From the <* Sonetti della Signora Faustina Maria M arattt," poblithed con- 
Jointly with the poems oi her husband, Gio. Battista Fdica Za^i. 

She seems, from the multiplied testimonies of her contempo- 
raries, to have combined in a singular degree the charms of beauty 
with the highest degree of moral excellence and the most superior 
intellectual attainments. Her writings are distinguished from 
the whole body of Italian poetry by their peculiar purity and 
elegance, by a tone of feminint yet elevated sentiment, which 
characterises them (and those of the noble Vlttoria Colonna) 
almost exclusively. The bright gleams that enliven, and the 
passing clouds which over-shadbw the calm and limited horizon 
of domestic life are beautiAilly painted in them, with all the 
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delicacj and precision of a woman's band, and the truth and 
tenderness of a woman's heart—Perhaps no author has described 
so successfully the happiness arising from a sacred and legitimate 
attachment : of this her first and eighth sonnets, and the one 
describing her husband's appearance and success amid the society 
of the *'Arcadi," are beautiful instances: 

** — Bello il veder, quando fra' gli altri ei sdrse 

Render mill' a^me inci^nate e li^ 

Delia sua yoce.d'<^i cor tiranno ! 

Nol crederi I'eta yentura, e forse 

J>ira cbe' io cresco il vero, o amor m'ingjai^io } 

Ma il Tebro il dica» e Yp^, vol chl ved/ete." 

9<mHHl9mo. 

Dreading to be accused of what Gibbon has happily termed '*the 
idolatry of affection," she appeals to those around her to attest 
the excellence she has celebrated. She lost in the meridian of 
life the husband she so idolized, and the child she fondly loved : 
two of the most beautiful of her poems were written on this latter 
occasion, and breathe the very spirit of tenderness and grief.^- 
Some of the others, like the present one, betray a feeling of 
wounded, but uncomplaining affection ; and one is addressed to 
her illustrious father, Carlo Mantti, on the subject of his cele- 
brated picture, Tucda, the vestal virgin. She died at Aneona, 
171-. 
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Note 22, page 94.— 7%« Invocation. 

From tbe Spaniih of OarcilaBo de la Vega — See his first Eclogue, Salicio 
and Nemoroso (i. e. Oarcilaso and Bosean.) 

These tender and beautiful lines are addressed in the original 
to the departed object of tbe speaker's earliest and fondest at- 
tachment, Dona Isabel Freyre de Fouse<;a, under the name of his 
"DivinaEUsa'" 

Note 23, page 96.—Tke Parting qf the Cid andXimena. 
The materials for this ballad are to be found in the '* Roman* 
cero del Cid" of Escobar, in the delightful collections of Depping, 
Grimmi B6hl von Faber, &c. The present is a loose and peri- 
phrastic version which pretends not to any of the terseness or 
simplicity of the originals. 

'* Del cuello pendiente ella 
Yiendole tomar laespada 
Con lagrimas y suspiros 
Le dice aquestas palabras. 

" — ^Salid al campo, senor ! 
Banen mis ojos la cama 
Que ella me sera tambien 

Sin vos, campo de batalla." 

« * * * 
** Vaya a los Moros el cuerpo 
Y quede con vos el alma.' 



i» 
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Note 24, page 108. 

Wake J^<m thy whUry deep! I eaid, oh roee ! 

Ye jasmins, breathe I 

« — Datimi a plena mano c rose e gigli, 
Spargete intorno a me viole e fiori, 

• * * • 
Datimi fiori e caadidi e vermigli 

* * * * 
Spargete intorno d'omorosi odori 

Che il loco alia mia voglia se assumigli.'* 

Mateo Maria Boyardo, SonettoXIV. 

« ^Nor gradual bloom is wanting. 
Nor hyacinths, of purest virgin white. 
Low bent, and blushing inward ; nor jonquilles 
Of potent fragrance." 

Thomson*s Spring. 



Note 26^ page 116.— 7%e Crusader's Return. 

From Schiller's most popular ballad, the '* Rltter Toggenburgy** 
of which there are twenty English versions, and not one (includ- 
ing the present one) which at all approaches the original. 
T 
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Note 26, page lU.— Lines to the Mmiatwre qf a CfUld, 

by T, Ear greaves, 

« —Beneath his touch the sweet creatiom |[rew : 

His was the fervid genius of the heart. 

The magic of the memoiy, ever true : 

The vernal lip breathed there, — the tender hue / 

Of the young cheek with whose transparent wliite 

Carnation blended, — and the vein shone through. 

Glancing with lifb : the rich and dewy light 

Of the deep azure eye, beamed there serenely bright," 

C. 6. Godwin. 



Kote 2?^t, page 146. 

For her, who rich in every earthly joy, 
Stiil heaves/or thee the secret lingering sigh, 

** —Ma benche tra felici 
Da tatto il motdo nuiKrala sia^ 
Pur senza te, dolce speranza mia ! 
Parmi la vita dolorosa, — ^amara." 

Poligiano, 
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Note 28, page 148.— 77bt F^nmimm. 

BT eiL PQLO. 

From his pastoral novel of the Diaoa Enamora^a, a conUima- 
tion of the more celehrated Diana of Qeorge de Montemayor.— 
Of Gil Polo's work> however, Ct^rvanteshas spoken in high terms 
of praise. At the burning of Don Quixote's library, the curate 
desires that this book may be preserved, and after condenming 
another of the same name, says of this, '' Y la de Gil Polo se 
guarde come si fuera del mesmo Apolo,"*-'* And let this of Gil 
Polo's be taken care of, as if it were the offspring of Apollo 
himself." 

Note 2», page X^h-^A VnuHan Bmllad, 
^* As we neared the island hr the benefit of shade (for the heat 
was intense), we eame close under a dreary-loeking wing of the 
buikHng of the kuBsaretto— so close, that we distinctly heard a 
young silvery-toned voice frequently repeating, ' Vm^iie ptr me f 
Venite per me, cari amid V ♦ Directed by the sound, we per- 
ceived a pale face pressed against the iron bars of a sashless 
window, in an elevated part of the building: one hand, that 
looked like snow in the sunshine, had forced itself through the 
grating, and accompanied by its impatient motion, the anxious 
oil-repeated question of * Venite per me V As we rowed on, 
the voice lost its cheerines^ its tones seemed su^ocated by dis- 
appointment, and the wind that bore them died not on the waters 

• ♦• Ar» you comhig for me >*• 

t2 
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with a more melancholy munnur, than the last sobbing somid 
which we caught of * Veniteper me f* 

« ' Poverina P said the gondoliere in a tone of compassion — 
' Poverina ! If we passed twenty times a day, she would ask if 
it was for her we were coming ?' We inquired who the Poverina 
was ? He said he did not know ; she was some young maniac, — 
mad for love, he had heard : she had been for many months con- 
fined in that apartment in the wing of the lazzaretto dedicated 
to insane patients ; but in winter or summer, the plashing of the 
oar of a gondola was sure to bring her to the iron bars of her 
eell^ and elicited that question, repeated in tones so various and 
affecting, as hope faded into disappointment — ' Venite per me T 
We reached the Isola San Lazzaro, which looked like a little 
parterre, or flower-knot, in the sea, and landed in a porch of the 
con rent of the Armenians, with our minds more occupied with 
the maniac, than with the Monks of the ocean we were about to 
visit." 

Note 30, page 168.— 7%c Child's Sick-Room, 
« — ^Je disois a la nuit sombre 
Tu yhs maintenant dans ton ombre 
Le cache r pour (oujours : 
Je redisois a P Aurore 
La matinee que tu v^ eclore, 
Ce sera le dernier de ses jours !" 
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Note 31, page 180.— £.or« shut out of the Flower-garden, 
There is something very elegant and spirited in the leading 
idea of this old Cancion ; and the original is a literary curiosity, 
published at Valencia, 1511. The dialogue (for it is so con- 
structed) between Love and his antagonist is carried to a some- 
what wearisome length in the original. The names of some of the 
flowers are only to be found in the English version. 

" Sal del huerto ! miserable ! 
Ve buscar dulce floresta. 
Que JA no puedes en esta 
Hacer vida deleitable : 
Ni tu, ni tus servidores 
Podeis bien estar conmigo. 
Que aunque esten llenos Je floiies, 
Yo sd bien cuantos dolores 
Suelen siempre traer consigo. 

Cerrada estaba mi puerta : 
A que vienes ? por do entrasie ? 
Di, ladron ! coma saltaste 
Las paredes di mi huerta ? 

La edad y la razon 

Dc ti me habian libertado : 

Deja el pobre corazon 

Retraido en su rincon 

Contemplar en lo pasado."— /?o£lrijfo Cota, 
t3 
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Note 32, page 183. 

Yet, sweet Love ! with tears and grief 
1 thy wings receding see, 

" — Quoi ! pour toujours vous me quittez 
Tendresse, illusion, folie ! 
Dons de ciel que me consoliez 
Pour Pamertume de la vie !** 

Voltaire^ 
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TO THB 
OR, 

OUR LADY'S CHAPEL AT MIDNIGHT : 

A LEGEND OF THE ANCIENT CATHEDRAL OF OOSLAR. 

Note 33, page 189. 
The Gennan ballad, of which the present is a very ad libitum 
translation, is founded on an ancient tradition, thus alluded to 
by Coleridge in his ** Letters from Germany," — ^he is describing 
his visit to the old Dome-Church (the scene of the legend) at 
Goslar, — one of the oldest, if not the oldest in Germany : " One 
of the curious relievos" (he says) " represents the petticoat of 
leather which the devil took from the woman who rose at mid- 
night, (supposing it to be matin time), entered the church, begun 
praying, &c. &c., — wondered rather to see the church so full, — 
when all at once she heard the clock strike twelve : cried aloud 
upon the holy name, — ^ Rausch ! Rausch ! Rausch !^ (mist, 
smoke, vapour,) * nothing but ghosts !' Otf went the woman, but 
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as she ran over the threshhold, she tripped, fell down, and, before 
she could get up again, the devil bad pulled off her petticoat." 

"I was much interested" (be continues) *'with this ruinous 
old church, half heathen, half catholic. Goslar was formerly 
the seat of the Saxon Emperors of Germany." 

It is curious to recognise in Bums' haunted kirk Alloway, the 
lineal representative of the '' Chapel of the midnight mass" at 
Goslar. 

jSince reading the above, the translator regrets her deviation 
from this Saxon original of ' Tam O'Sbanter.' The omission 
of the petticoat (the German equivalent for ' puir Maggie's tail*) 
is not, however, to be ascribed to her, as no mention whatever is 
made of this curious relique by Doring, the modem German writer. 
She confesses, however, to a great many interpolations, and to 
having concentrated the crowd of phantoms who surround the 
altar in the modern and in the original versions, into one ghost. 

This translation has been most skilfully set to music by John 
Lodge, Esq. and there are few who have heard it who have not 
been delighted with the variety and originality of his composition : 
with the grandeur of the funeral dirge sweeping, as at stormy 
intervals, through the aisles of the cathedral, and with the serene 
simplicity of the morning hymn which concludes it. The latter 
has been publbhed under the name of " Morning Hymn to the 
Virgin," by Hawes, Strand. 
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NOTES 



TO THB 



HinHoo ffioH atm t^e 18afial»tr« : 



AM INDIAN LBOBNO. 



ifoidM, p. 20^.'-The Hindoo God Makadeo: (som 

Goethe's text) 

This love of the god Mahadeo for a mortal is thus alluded to 
in Sir William Jones* translation of the Hymn tp Camdeo, the 
Hindoo Cupid : 

''—But when thj daring hand, untamed, 
At Mahadeo a love-shaft aimed. 
Heaven shook ! —and, smit with sUmey wonder. 
Told his deep dread in bursts of thunder." 

Sir Wm, Jones' poems. 
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Goethe's original poem has been beautifully set to music 
by Zelter, (his long.valued friend and correspondent,) and it 
is impossible to imagine anything more exquisitely calculated 
for such a purpose, both by the melody and charm of its versi- 
fication, and the dramatic variety of its feeling and expression. 
To the peculiar fitness of Goethe's poetry to such adaptation, 
Beethoven has borne eloquent evidence. See Bettina Arnim's 
Letters. 

Note 35, page lOd,— Cheeks tcUh youthful fflory beamit^. 

This verse may be left out, for it is an interpolation. Goethe, 
has perversely and profanely managed to exhibit the similarity 
between the descent of the Hindoo deity to earth, and our creed : 
(a resemblance really to be traced in the fables of Eastern my- 
thology.) An attempt has been made to get rid of this, and to 
invest the youthful god with some of the charms and attributes 
of the Grecian divinities. 

Note 36, page 110. — On whose cheeks the dyes that (^UUeHy 
Was first translated <* On those cheeks the painted roses," but 
the Indian women do not wear rouge in our fiuhxMi : the pictures 
done by the natives themselves, have merely ataios, or patches, of 
colour or gf^d-lea^ on the foces,— so as to answer very well to 
Goethe's word ** bunt" — vcmsgated : this has been translated 
** pale roses," wishing to get rid of any idea of artificial beauty. 
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Note 37, page 213.— iincf those limbi of gracefui tnoUon. 

In the original '^ artful motioD,"— but everything has been avoided 
that could degrade this beautiful personification of devoted at- 
tachment. 



Note 38, page 219. — Wake I ye drums, your brazen clamours ! 

This is intended to represent the loud, discordant noises of in- 
struments with which the Hindoos accompany their religious 
^ceremonies, particularly the Suttees, (or burning of the widows,) — 
perhaps to drown the cries of the victim. The brazen tom-UmUf 
or great drums, are always thus employed : I have several pic- 
tures, painted by a native, of men sitting beating them at the 
doors of the mosques. 



RECOLLECTIONS 



or 



MRS. HEMANS: 
|iote0 «: d^ra0meitt0« 

The writer feels so bound down by tbe fear of doing 
injustice to tbe memory of her Mend by betraying 
tbe careless communications of a confiding affection, 
•^o( inserting anything in these pages that can give 
pain to those who were dearest to her while she 
lived, — that this little memoir, or rather these few 
notes, as to the years they passed near each other, 
and tbe subsequent and sorrowful one in which the 
brother of the writer saw her constantly, must neces- 
sarily be very slight and general. 
v9 
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The task is only for a woman's hand, and those 
who this imperfect and digointed fulfilment of it may 
disappoint, must rememherj^that (as regards the 
period here mentioned) the death of Mrs. Hemans* 
much-valued friend Miss Jewshury,* and the ahsence 
of her only sister, Mrs. Hughes, make it questionahle 
whether any one remains who could have done 
it any hetter. 

Whatever quotations from Mrs. Hemans* letters 
are to be found in these pages are from letters ad- 
dressed to the writer, who never saw any single one 
of those written by Mrs. Hemans to any other cor- 
respondent. 

She has had more pain than she even anticipated 
in looking over the memorials of the high talent she 

• The late Mrs. Fletcher. 
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admired and the affection she was proud of; and she 
feels, (as so many other hnman beings have felt, 
when it is too late, and with a pang of that mournful 
self-reproach which the memory of the dead so often 
awakens), that she never did half enough while her 
friend lived, to recognise the one, or to deserve the 
other. 



u3 
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»e(olletttott0 ot finv*. m^imm. 



Page 231. 

During' her residence at fFavertree village, 
near LiverpooL 

Felicia Hemans was born in Diike-street^ Liver- 
pool, on the 25th September^ 1793-5,— the child of 
George Browne, Esq. and of Felicity, his wife, 
daughter of — Wagner, Esq. — The family removed 
to St Asaph soon after this period, and it was there 
that a volume of her childish poems (with designs 
of her own) was published, by subscription, in 180^. % 
She added another example to the rare and splendid 
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one exhibited by Lord B3rron, of a precocious me- 
diocrity whidi shot fort^ subsequently with all die 
vigour of genius. 

When some critic, " expert in breaking a butterfly 
upon a wheel," had launched out in the oracle of the 
age against these childish efiiisions, their little author 
was put to bed for several days, weeping and heart- 
sick of vexation and disappointment. This was the 
first and the last time that she tasted the bitterness 
of criticism ; and this castigation (justifiable only 
by Dr. Parr's penal-code, and his oflen-expressed 
opinion of its salutary results,) was beneficial : it 
repressed a facility which might have been dangerous 
or fatal. 



y 



Her mother, who entered into all her feelings, was 
rewarded in after years by seeing the records of her 
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daughter's subsequent literary success laid on her 
dying bed; and she noticed them, even then, as 
having conveyed pleasure and praise to her '' poor 
afflicted Felicia," — to her " bright one," as she used 
to call her beaudful fair-haired child, — translating 
an old Welsh expression of affection and admiration. 

Page 232. 

And pure religioh*s mild^ undazzling sun, 
(Dear to thy youth, ere yet thy sands were run). 
Its soft shades deepening as the day was done. 
Beamed with calm radiance on thy parting rest ! 

From her excellent mother, (who died at Bron- 
wylfa, St. Asaph, early in the year 1829,) Mrs. 
Hemans imbibed religious impressions which were 
reverted to, and dwelt upon, with unspeakable comfort 
and consolation in her last hours; and a purity of heart 
which every line she has ever written bears evidence 
of. 
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Page 235. 
That nations honour thee, and wgee greet. 

America, foremost in its generous readmess to 
admire and aj^reciate her : in its kind reception of 
one of her sons^ (bequeathed, as it were, to the na- 
tional protection)^ all of wh<Hn, from fine talents 
and disposition, are worthy of their dear mother. 

Pr. Channing, This most distinguished among 
American literati was in constant correspondence 
with her. He sent her several of his works as they 
were successively published. 

Page 236. 
T*het hindrei bards the precious wreath assign. 

Mrs, Joanna Baillie, always mentioned by Mrs. 

Hemans with the greatest respect and admiration, 

and playfiilly, sometimes, as *' our Queen Joanna :'* 

— (how she would have welcomed her recent publica- 
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tion !) To this distingiiidied lady die most perfect 
effort of Mrs. Hemans' genius is dedicated : '' The 
Records of Woman.** There is nothing that she 
ever achieved more exquisitely touching and heau- 
tiiul than this volume, — ^more peculiarly so than the 
episode of the unfortunate Arabella Steuart : — (it 
was such a happy thought and selection of subject ! ) 
history has nothing more heart-stirring or impressive; 
romance has nothing more tenderly and powerfully 
interesting ; and the melancholy fatalism that ruled 
the destiny of this ill-starred scion of a royal line, 
might have charmed and satisfied the spirit of Miillner 
himself.''^ There is more dramatic power in these 
letters of Arabella's than in the '' Vespers of Pa- 
lermo :" their bursts of feeling are, in fact, perfect 
as soliloquies. 

* See bis '* Scbuld" and the Twentyfourth of February"; and 
Goethe's wholesome dislike of these, and of all oUier/a<e- 
tragedkf- — Bri^echul von Zelter und G^etiie, 
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CORRESPONDENCE . 

Thomas Hamilton, Esq. (author of the delightful 
novel of " Cyril Thornton/' " Men and Manners in 
America," &c.)— remarkable even among her Mends, 
for the earnest and generous interest which he took 
in all that related to her. 



Wordsworth : with what affectionate admiration 
she considered him, need hardly here be told, (she 
has left a beautiM memorial of it in her poems,^ and 
in her correspondence,) and there are none who ap^ 
proach him who do not share in the feeling ; or how 
she valued his letters, — and smiled when I called 
them " the scriptures of the loyal Leohatus,"f 



* << Thine is a strain to read among the hills,'* &d. 

f.Shakspeare. 
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None but those who have seen the volumes of let- 
ters she possessed and received from all who have 
been most distinguished and illustrious in the literary 
world, can imagine the praise and homage that were 
offered to her^ — and this while she was still young : 
she had been^ in early youths very beautiful, and 
was married in her eighteenth year to one who never 
could appreciate her. In the ages, situation in life, 
of the parties, there was no disparity, but every 
prudential consideration forbade their nmoo ; and her 
mother assented to this unf(»tunate attachment, it is 
said, only because she dreaded for Felicia the fate of 
a beautiful elder sister, who had died very young of 
consumption. It is known thai; the estrangement 
which ensued arose only out of ^me cf the least 
blameable sources of such conventional separations, 
— either from the pressure of worldly cares, or the 
utter incompatibility of habits and feelings ; but 
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whatever censure may be attached to it must hot rest 
upon Mrs. Hemans, for, upon her mother's death, 
her offer to rejom her husband was rejected. After 
this, and indeed from the year 1828, previously, they 
met no more. 

On this subject, it is believed, she hardly ever 
spoke; never unless a few words burst from her 
under the pressure of recent vexation : the friend who 
loved her best never awakened it ; — even in the sooth- 
ing privacy of confidence and affection there was 
nothing to beguile her into complaint or retrospec- 
tion. With so many other feelings in common, in 
this alone their thoughts were disunited : there was 
something perhaps in their contrasted positions with 
respect to everything that relates to the affections, 
which made this subject sacred or unapproachable. 
Both were silently aware (and there is melancholy 
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allusion to this in one of Mrs. Hemans* latest letters) 
that in all that regards these feelings^ the fate of the 
one had heen as adverse as that of the other had 
been mild and happy. She never complained then, 
but what she suffered, from this or other ills, might 
be gathered from her harassed, feverish, countenance, 
— from the paroxysms of beating of the heart, in 
almost audible pulsations, .which used to seize her 
(as one of her children said) "after she got her 
letters,"— and which gave melancholy indication 
of the lurking nialady which was so soon to declare 
itself. She never complained, but what she felt 
may, perhaps, be traced from her picture of disap'- 
pointed tenderness in her own "Proper?ia Rossi."—*- 

—"Tell me no more, no more 

Of my souFs lofty gifts ! are they not vain 

To quench its haunting thirst for happiness ? 
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Have 1 not loved, and striven, and failed to bind 
One true heart unto md, whereon my own 
Might find a resting place, a home for all 
Its burthen of affections ? — I depart 
Unknown, tho! feme goes with me ; 

« 

I must leave 

The earth unknown : — yet it may be that death 
Shall give my name a power to win such tears 
As would have made Hfe precious." 

Records of Woman, page 47. 

In this, as in so many other of her writings, she 
has fathomed all the depths of the domestic feelings ; 
and in her poetry, as in a holy shrine, their pure 
oracles rest recorded and chronicled. 

Page 232. — Dear to thy youth. 

The mother and ^ster she thus los(, are often and 

njost affectionately remembered iji her wiitipgs; See 
x2 
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" The Land of Dreams"^" The Spirit's GaU/ &c. 
— and Bronwylfa, the birthplace of her ohiUren, 
and now the residence of her eldeit broths, Sir 
Henry Browne^ is described in her '':Song9 of the 
aflfections/' as the *' Deserted House/' This poem 
was written jiist before she left St Asaph to settle at 
Wavertree. 



After her mother s deaths this home of her youth, 
was improved and embellished ; and she felt as all old 
inmates feel under such circumstances, and said in 
that spirit of mournful regret that no degree of fra- 
ternal, or even surviving kindness can always miti- 
gate, that it was to her every day, " more of a place, 
and less of a home." 

Professor ^Norton: A critique upon Mrs. Hemans* 
*' Forest Sanctuary," i^peared in the Christian Ob^ 
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server. Vol. 3, No. 5, Boston, 1826, and a review of 
of lier earlier poems, " Records of Women/* &c. in 
a subsequent article in the new series of the same 
work. Vol. 1, No. 1. Baton, 1828. It b^ns 
thus: — 

'* The writings of Mrs. Hemans have been so 
justly estimated in this country, that any praise now, 
can be little more than an echo of the public voice. 
Her poetry, so full of deep sentiment, so pui'e and 
elevating, calls up images and emotions like those 
with which we view the brilliancy of the evening-star 
in the stillness of the summer night It allies itself 
to everything belonging to the better part of our na- 
ture." See the Christian Examiner, Vol. 3, No. 5. 
Boston, 1825. 

This is supposed to have proceeded from the pen 

of Professor Norton : it is known how highly his 
x3 
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literary opinions have been valued in his own 
country. He visited England with his lady in 1 828 ; 
principally it is said, with the view of becoming 
acquainted with Mrs, Hemans, who they had 
known long before by correspondence. They found 
lier, unexpectedly^ at the house of a mutual friend, 
H. Park, Esq* (of Liverpool,) who to name is to 
praise ; in this venerable and scientific man, and in 
his warm-hearted and accomplished daughter Eliza, 
Mrs. Hemans possessed two of the truest friends 
that were ever allotted to her : it was their friendship 
and suggestion that induced her to make choice of the 
vicinity of Wavertree for her residence; aiid she re- 
mained for some time at their house there, before she 
took possession of her own. 

Professor Norton exerted himself most effectually 
with regard to Mrs. Hemans' interests on his return 
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to America^ and secured to her the copy^right 
of the edition of her poems which was then pid)lish* 
^d, (it is helieved, under his auspices:) from all the 
immense numher of copies previously circulated 
there, she had nerer derived any advantage. His and 
Mrs. Norton's steady and essential kindness has heen 
continued to her son Claude^ now in America. 

It was curious to glance over the piles of her cor- 
respondence, which she never arranged, and never 
exhihited : she had had great delight in receiving 
these letters, hut had no pride in possessing them. 
Sometimes they were resorted to for an autograph to 
hestow on some collecting friend ; sometimes they 
were commimicated to the one she loved in the 
warmth and pleasure of their recent arrival. 

The more distinguished were the names subscribed 
to these letters, the more remarkable were they for 
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their sippliqity of style, —their purity from preten- 
sion: those written by the sternest of critics were 
the most .playful and graceful ; Sir Walter Scott's 
and [Wordsworth's tfie moat cordial and precious. 
For £^11 that regarded literary composition, there 
were none so beautiful as ]J)r. Qhanning's : for frank- 
ness and generous feeling, — for everything that, 
makes letter-writing delightful, there were none equal 
to the author of Cyril Thornton's. All these, it is 
believed, have perished, — have been burnt, or dis- 
persed, in the course of Mrs. Hemans' subsequent 
emigrations ; nor is it likely, if they existed, that 
they would find among her executors any one ca- 
pable of the treachery of publication. 

To all the first-mentioned friends she wrote with 
the utmost pleasure and promptitude. To these 
succt^^ded m ephen^eral host that were every day 
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arriving : clumsy-shaped letters^ and perfamed notes^ 
— and stately sonnets, and humble tributes,— and con- 
descending notices, — and gracious praise, from some 
who offered, and more who expected a reciprocation 
of it : pages over which Le Sage might have smiled, 
from the various and shifting forms that vanity as- 
sumed in them : and in the exact inverse ratio of the 
real iiterary rank of the writers, was the lofly tone 
of patronage which pervaded them. 

To all these, she for a time gave answers, always 
kind, if they might not always be favourable : what 
with these, and the urgency of her tegular literary 
pursuits, the pen seemed never out of her hand: 
the writer ti^es some credit for having been the first 
to convince her {chiefly by tbe ^rasdtple of the perfect 
freedcnn from epistolary toil, of the soothing dispen- 
sations, and comfortable immunities, in wbich she 
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in her ohscurity^ indulged herself) that Mr^. He- 
mans* well-known UteriMy ayoQa^Qi^s OMght to exepnpt 
her bom the fa^gue of so large ai^d 9P 4^9ultoiy a 
porr^spon^e^ce. 

Tl^en there were M.S. vprses for approval, and 
presentation copies for acqeptipce. C., who had 
heen, perhap?^ sometimes disappqint^d in their ^|en- 
did covers, said one day, in a tone of much vexation, 
" Every hody sends poetry to my mama !** 



The course of her lit^ary care^ was singularly 
calm and ^qgperms : praise was wafted tp h^er from 
every quarter of the globe : Jth,e peri.odical pr-egs .wa^ 
di^rined ip^ |^l!enic,e or into commendatiop. I never 
rememh.er my c r i t icism thaf Cjpu)4 w<pumi ^r, or 
wjbich denie,4 hjer jji^st xigktfi. Bujt wW^ aft this pujb- 
Uc supremacy we )u^ew l^ow sorrow/lul, hp^ W^* 
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chdy was her private Kfe \ tbongh she never saw ^ose 
she loved withOtit beh% Hghted Tip to a gidety and 
animation which has olben made my heart ache ; it 
contrasted so paraftdly iwth the series of sl3*Bggles of 
worldly cares and eSbtts, and mental exertions^ in 
which, she passed her lonely hodrs. 

That such of these cares as could be obviated by 
assistance and kindness, were often ministered to by 
her relations, is certainly true— but these were many, 
(and these not brought on by the improvidence of 
genius or the inadvertency of a mind continually 
strained by exertion) which could not always be 
guaiHled against: every provision that her literary 
eflbrts could obtain was devoted to the support and 
the education of her children :* she possessed a most 

* She had for her device on a little seal, ** A bird hovering over 
its ncSt, feeding its young.*' 
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patient courage in the endurance of evil^ and a nature 
that could not stoop to complaint or to ezpo^lationy 
even with those from whom she might most naturally 
have claimed assistance ; she was therefore^ not always 
shielded from privation8>--and was never exempljfrom 
anxiety. Added to all these, there was her delicate 
health, which required a thousand indulgencies which 
she never claimed or regarded ; — and her early ten- 
dency to inflammatory attacks, which demanded 
innumerable precautions which she would never 
practice. 

Page 235. 

Mirroring the forms of earth in hues of heaven. 

She had a most rapid perception of the beautiful; 

an intense admiration for everything that was lovely 

in art or nature : with the skiU and the feeling of 

a painter, she could group the inanimate objects 
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around her into subjects of poetical study, and with 
the ''gifted eye of genius" develope qualities in them 
which made them susceptible pf picturesque effect 
and combination. 

This was still more striking, when the grander 
views or properties of nature accidentally presented 
themselves to her : I remember her delight and ad- 
miration of the first sight of the Aurora Borealis: 
and how many beautiful allusions to it have been 
to be traced in her poetry since I 

There is an expression in one of the works of her 
friend and correspondent Major Moyle Sherer,''^ that 
always reminded me of her. He is speaking of the 
• Italians: of their natural taste, and almost innate 
refinement, — of the pleasures and the pains resul- 
ting from a mind so constituted. 

* Author of '' Recollections of the Peninsula." 
Y 



\ 
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Spanish Library, — page 237. 
Whatever proud Spain has poured of record old. 

The Rev. J. B, White, From him she heard very 
often, and always shared with me his masterly and 
invaluable communications on the subject of Spanish 
literature. One of her latest letters, written in pencil, 
was brought to me by him, and it is very beautiful 
in the eloquent regard with which she speaks of him. 

German Books, — ^page 238. 
Mock the chill /ears our hearts had learnt to prize* 

** Spesso r OTtme ya co HI deletto.**— ^Af armo. 

Like all persons of a highly imaginative or poetic 
temperament, she delighted in these fictions,— in the 
shadowy glimpses of an ideal world that they opened 
to her,in the description of that continued and mysteri- 
ous relation subsisting betweenthe living and the dead> 
on which their narratives are based ; — the dearest of 
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the delusions to which affliction clings^^the primary 
article of that visionary faith hy which our thrilling 
interest in them is excited. She possessed a strong 
mind, and an extraordinary degree of moral, and, 
indeed, of constitutional, courage : she would have 
. ridiculed these terrors if she had spoken of them : 
still there were moments, and especially in ill health, 
. when, perhaps, the woman and the poetess felt their 
.subduing influences. Then these contemplations 
did her harm : she never was so worn or so excited 
as in the composition of " The Spirit's Retum,"^-a 
scene in which the voice of a mourner invokes and 
obtains the return and the re-appearance of the de- 
parted. The introductory part of the subject is of 
extraordinary beauty and force. The early history 
of the visionary, — the progress of that desolation of 
Affliction which sought refuge from despair in such 

an expectation and such a conviction, is admirably 
y2 
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traced^ — and so are the accessories, the localities, and 
the scenery. ' She read it to me, as we sate alone one 
evening, in the low tones of an earnest and impas- 
sioned eloquence, and with an effect which astonished 
even one who had been used to hear her. But it 
exhausted her, — it seemed as if the production cost 
her too much : like her own Mozart, she seemed to 
be thrilled b^ the faifiaences she had herself invoked. 
She ^vas not satisfied with it after it was finished : 
when the spectre has appeared on the scene, the spell 
seems to dissolte^ and the latter part is comparatively 
feeble and ineffective. 

Upon seeing afterwards the " Laodamia and Pro^ 
tesilaus** of Wordsworth, I recognised immediately 
the difficulty she had found in contentmg herself. 
The subject, as he has treated it, with an antique 
grandeur and simplicity the most touching and the 
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most imposing^ had completely seized her mind, — 
she could not dispossess herself of it, and her 
fancy, clouded hy her memory, could only give her 
hack the boating and shadowy imagery reflected 
from the work of the great master. In that part, 
then, in which she descrihes the interview hetween 
the Hving and the dead, she has produced only 
an impassioned and heautiful modem version of 
the severe and stately classic ; hut it is full of 
exquisite poetry, and when I read it now, it seems 
as if I heard her voice sHll speaking. The tone of 
a personal narrative which it assumes, the addressing 
itself to a friend who had not known her in early 
life, — all make it very impressive to me. 

Italian Books, — page 239. 
She possessed a rare industry, and her knowledge 

of languages was p^ectly self-acquired : it was not, 
y3 
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perhaps^ very extensive or accurate, but she seized 
upon whatever it communicated with the' habitual 
quickness of intuitive talent, and gave back their 
poetical imagery with a truth and a beauty which 
was rather the achievement of th^ " freemasonry of 
mind" than the result of previous study or applica- 
tion. This power of ' appropriating or subduing a 
subject to our purposes is one of the faculties, or, 
perhaps,' one of the minor characteristics of genius. 
It was possessed stron^y by Canning and Mirabeau. 
See DumOfit, 



Her conversation, — page 242. 
And deem*d, not e'en thy volumes' treasured flowers 
Gave such fair transcript of thy heaven-fraught mind ! 

Her language and imagery in speaking were stu- 
diously correct and beautifiil,— hardly less so than in 
her poetry. When first T knew her, her spirits were 
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of the finest and gayest flow : there was too much 
ie£R5rt in their brilliancy latterly^^at least those would 
think so who knew what this over-exertion cost her, 
and how she suffered (in langour and sdlence) after- 
wards. She was strongly excited by society, and 
(what was almost the same thing to her) by admira- 
tion. At all times when we were alone, I never 
knew the being who could equal her. 

I always feared that she should write a novel, — 
that the opinion of her friend Miss Jewsbuiy, and 
the success of one of her brilliant and poetically- 
gifted contemporaries, might have induced her to do 
so, — for it did not appear to me that her talent lay 
that way. She possessed not that knowledge of 
the world which is necessary and effective for such 
a purpose : she had seen little of that society where 
'' les plaisirs deviennent des peiues par leur multi- 
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plicit^;"^ — where individual character is so closely 
veiled^ and common foihles so unsparingly exhihited. 
Her empire lay within the hounded hut heautifiil 
horizon of the regions of imagination that surround- 
ed her. Self-occupied and ahsorhed, she had no 
skill in the analysis of character ; no address in the 
management of that powerful weapon, ridicule, so 
feared hoth by the worldly, and the enthusiastic, — 
which so often checks what is absurd, but which not 
unfirequently " smothers or represses that which is 
noble/* I could not bear that she should risk such 
high celebrity as. hers, or profane her graceful and 
poetical imagination by any misapplication of it. 

Thine sparkling mi, &c. 
In the world, as it is called, (i. e. the small portion 
of it that she had seen, she had never been in Lon- 

* Madame de Serign^. 
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don,) it fared with her as it has done with all other 
women of genius, from Madame de Stael, downward : 
she was frequently accused of heresy and schism, 
and several times regularly convicted of contumacy 
and non-conformity. Those who could not appre- 
ciate her poetry could analyse her dress, and those 
who could not estimate her talents might remark 
upon the polished construction of her language, or 
detect the slight inflections by which her brilliant 

r 

conversation rose above the level and conventional 
tone of society. Her pleasantry was not always 
genuine or happy ; and something was, perhaps, 
wanting of the tact which so gracefully waives the 
claims of a conscious and acknowledged superiority. 

But I am speaking of her (and my heart reproaches 
me for having done so) in her happier days ; for the 
last few years her delicate health implied and en« 



318 RECOLLECTIONS OF, &C. 

joined an almost perfect seclusion from general 
.society : except yery. rarely at the Archbishop of 
. Dublin's, or in the Adjutant-general's family there, 
it is believed shei never visited after her residence 
- in Ireland. 



. If the subsequent picture which these pages have 
to offer of her, appear too dark and gloomy to those 
who knew her only in her gayer, but not her brighter 
hours, they must remember the chastening . and 
refining influences imder which she passed the later 
years of her life. 
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MRS. HEMANS : 
Note0 ^ drrii0tnetit0« 



PART II. 



^ Sketch the bright tints that swift succeeding die^ 
Like colours on a summer sun-set sky : 
Arrest the fleeting gleams, and bid them live 
A softened light to memory's page to give, 
And with the mild reflection of their ray, 
1*0 gild the gloom of Nature's closing day. 



Her visit to Thomas Hamilton, Esq., at Chiefswood^ 
in July, 1829, introduced her to Abbotsford and Sir 
Walter ; and subsequently to all that was most dis- 
tinguished in the literary society of Edinburgh. 
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Sir Walter Scott: bis extreme kindness to her 
and her children during her visit to Abbotsford; 
her walk with him in the Rhymer's Glen ; visits to 
Ashtiel, (his previous residence,) to Melrose, to New- 
ark tower, and to Yarrow. 



** How you would delight in Abbotsford ! The 
baronial character of the whole place, — the stately 
hall with its armour and richly-firetted roof, all 
mantled over with ' light that counterfeits a gloom* 
pouring in through deep*coloured windows ; and the 
antique-looking library, with so many objects of in- 
terest — the urn presented by Lord Byron, &c. &c. ; 
but you have heard of all these things, let me tell you 
of the mighty master himself, and of his kindness. 



" Will you not envy me ? We went to the ' bon- 
nie holms of Yarrow,' about ten miles from hence i 



\ 
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we passed all the way through storied scenes along 
the Ettrick, and by the fairy-haunted Casterha«igh 
and the bridge of Selkirk, and Bow-hill. I would 
I could tell you how his spirit^ like sudden bursts of 
sunshine^ threw life- and beauty over all those spots 
by its vivid pictures of the past. I was with him in 
an open carriage, accompanied only by the boys, so 
I had his conversation entirely to myself, and some- 
limes I felt surprised that I was talking so freely and 
happily — as to 'mine own familiar friend'— ^ with 
Sir Walter Scott, on the banks of the beautiful 
Yarrow, — a fine darkly-transparent mountain-stream, 
now almost melancholy in its shadowy quiet, now 
bursting and flashing forth into joyous motion^" &c. 

"He repeated to me the fine old ballad 'They 
sought him East, they sought him West." I would 
you could hear him recite, — particularly from the 
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Border Minstrelsy — any verse of a warlike charac* 
ter, — he is as if be beard tbe sound of a sudden 
trumpet on tbe mountains." 

Washington Irving*s description of him detects 
the charm of his manner and society i 

" He arrogated nothing to himself, but was per- 
fectly unassuming, unpretending. No one's con- 
cerns, no one's thoughts and opinions, no one's tastes 
and pleasures, seemed beneath him, 

" He made himself so thoroughly the companion 
of those with whom be happened to be, that they 
forgot for a while his vast superiority, and only re- 
collected and wondered, when all was over, that it 
was Scott with whom they had been on such familiat 
terms, and in whose society they had felt so perfectly 
at their ease."* 

* A young lady told me that she was once staying at Abbotsford 
when a notification was sent up, as usual, from the little inn 
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" You would like Sir Walter s love for his trees : 
I do believe be is prouder of them tban of bis works. 
He bas promised to have a seat made in a beautiful 
spot of the Rbymer s Glen, (tbe scene where Thomas 
of Ercildoune and tbe Fairy Queen eloped together) 
and to call it by my name." 

" He is extremely fond of National music, of 
which I have played to him a great deal, and shall 



at Melrose, of a travelling party, just arrived, *' who re- 
quested permission to see tbe lions at Abbotsford, and hoped 
they might be allowed a sight of Sir Walter too." There 
was nothing in their names, or in the manner in which 
they presented their petition which recommended it parti- 
cularly, and some of the family, who knew how often he 
was inconvenienced by such visits, would have rejected it ; 
but Sir Walter could not bear to disappoint any one. " They 
were welcome," he wrote, *< to see Abbotsford and its lions, 
and even (since they wished it) the old lion himself; and 
as these animals are supposed to appear to the greatest ad- 
^ vantage at feeding-time, he hoped they would come up and 
dine with him," &e. 

Z2 
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not soon forget the manner of his thanking me^ — it 
was so cordial — so sunny, if I may thus apply that 
epithet. The Rhine song (respecting which he told 
me a spirit-stirring tale, — one that I will repeat to 

« 

you some quiet evening in the ' fairy-houdoir') is 
his especial favorite; and he is very fond of my 
sister's ' Captive Kidght/ and calls the symphony a 
' nohle point of war.* 

" I anticipate many happy hours in talking over 
with you the scenes and the conversations of delight- 
ful Ahbotsford. How you would enjoy it !"* 

* I was not destined to see it until the mighty master had de- 
parted, and all that remained of him there was sicklied over 
Tfith a shade of indescribable sadness ; until she was lying 
sick who had so lately and so afikctionately (in the midst 
of her own langour and suffering) expressed the wish " that 
sunshine and flowers, and all bright and happy thoughts, 
might ever be round" me ! 



MRS. HEMANS. 325 

" I wish you could have heard Sir Walter Scott 
describe a glorious sight which had been witnessed 
by a friend of his ! — the crossing of the Rhine, at 
Ehrenbreitstein, by the German army of Liberators 
on their victorious return from France. 'At the 
first gleam of the river/ he said, ' they all burst forth 
into the national chaunt — Am Rkein! am Rhein f 
They were two days passing over, and the I'ocks and 
the castle were ringing to the song the whole time, 
for each band renewed it while crossing ; and the 
Cossacks, with the clash, and the clang, and the roll 
of their stormy war-music, catching the enthusiasm 
of the scene, swelled forth the chorus — Am Rkein ! 
am Rkein / * " 



Of the ghost-stories ^hich he told her, and which 

so delighted her, some have since been published, 

that of Lord Byron, for instance ; but there is no 
z3 
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written tradition of the busy gholts of the upholsterer 
and his men, heard at midnight in the unfinished 
library at Abbotsford. It was of a dream or fancy, 
he said, which preceded the morning on which 
the account actually aniye<l of the death of the 
principal person employed by him ; and the im- 
patience with which he awaited the completion of 
this beautiful apartment might have given rise to 
such an idea in a mmd less poetically gifited than 
Sir Walter's. 



One has learnt from subsequent knowledge to pity 
the fatigue which the noble-spirited and hospitable 
invalid was constantly exposed to from visitors, 
strangers, friends, observers, — to enter into the feel- 
ings of relief with which he sank 1)ack into his arm- 
chair, when his illustrious guests had departed, to 
soothe and rock himself over some idle book, (per- 
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baps to catch from it some spark which should after- 
wards expand itself, in oue of his novels, into bril- 
liancy and beauty), — or with which he wandered 
out into his plantations — more proud of them than 
of all his works — to breathe the fresh air, which 
gave relief to his weary spirits. 

The Duke de Chartres and his suite visited Ab- 
botsford during the time that Mrs. Hemans was 
there with her children. She says " This gave me 
an opportunity of seeing Sir Walter in a new light— 
another and the same, for nothing in the least alters 
his manly simplicity : his attention, even to Charles 
and Henry and their little indulgencies, was as kind 
and as watchful as ever, amid all the excitement of 
a royal visit.*** 



* Her son Charles' account of the visit was very characteristic. 
'* Sir Walter was very good-natured to us,*' (to him and his 



328 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

Mrs. Hemans returned^ after having visited this 
second Prospero in his cell, charmed, as every one 
else has heen, hy the spells which this great and 
kind magician cast around him. Her eloquent 
praise and deep impressions were revived while I 
listened to the homely hut not less expressive words 
of his singularly acute and superior old friend Mrs. 
Meg Dodds ;* " He was heautiful company i'* she 



brother Henry,) — and they ran wherever they liked, and had 
been with him to Newark tower, and Yarrow, and they bad 
seen Melrose and Dominie Sampson ; and the ^* Duke de 
Chartres bad been there, — (one day witli his suite) : he was 
a very handsome young Prince, and very elegant ; and 
mama played for him on the piano-forte, and he seemed 
to listen very attentively, but whether he thought it polite, 
or whether he liked it, we did not know." 

* Is Sir Walter supposed to have written the inscription which 
shines forth in glittering characters under the sign of the 
Dog at her hostelleriey at Fusie-bridge, near Edinburgh ? 
(Both the dog and his mistress deserve to be handed down 
to posterity.) 

" My name U Buck, — to Fusie, good luck ! " 
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said, — and who that has ever been within the circle 
of his influence will not confirm the praise P Mrs. 
Hemaos' written accounts of her visit to Abbotsford 
are particularly vivid and delightful : the pictures 
of Sir Walter and his dogs, of Melrose, of Dominie 
Sampson : the "Farewel" that she wrote and gave 
to Sir Walter on quitting it, is not among her hap> 
piest efforts : genius does not willingly lend itself to 
these exigencies, — ''it will not be commanded.'* 



This is more original than the one he proposed to another 
gude-wife, who, with many curtsies and civilities, entreated 
him to write some lines to be placed over the door of her 
dachan : she bad observed, she said, how everything that 
he wrote about, prospered. He told her he had already 
written something which was very much at her service, — 
the omission of a single letter would make it perfect, — he 
proposed that it should run thus : 

Drink, ihinty iravdler ! drink and vat J* 



cc 



The line in '< Marmion" i 



*< Drink, thirsty traveller, drink! and/^roy 
For the kind soul of Sybil Gray," ke, &c. 
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Rydal Mount: Mr, WordswortKs, Her letters 
from Rydal Meant were written in the very spirit 
of renovated health and intellectual enjoyment : 
they tell of her walks among the hills, of her ex- 
cursions on a pony— the hard walking heside her, — 
of everything that kindness and hospitality could 
do to make her and her children happy : they are 
precious as conveying to me from him expressions 
of continued good will and regard, invaluable fh>m 
such a source. 

Rydal Mount, 
" I have been making you a little drawing of Mr. 

Wordsworth's house, which, though it has no other 

merit than that of fidelity, will, I know, find favour 

in your sight. The steps up the front lead to a little 

grassy mound commanding a view always so rich, 

and sometimes so brightly solemn, that one can 

well imagine its influence traceable in many of the 
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poet's writings. On this mount he frequently sits 
all evening, and sometimes seems borne away in 
thought," &c. &c. 

E Her ay, (now the residence of Mrs. Hemans' 
friend, T. Hamilton, Esq.) 

*M visited Elleray, Professor Wilson's house, 
(though he is not now at home) a few days since. 
The scene round it is in itself a festival. I never 
saw any landscape bearing so triumphant a character, 
— ' laughing as if earth contained no tomb.' The 
house, which is beautiful, seems built as if to over- 
look some fairy pageant, something Hke the Venetian 
splendour of old, on the glorious lake beneath/' 

" Doves J^est, near fVinandermere, 
" Date unknown^ 

" You may think how happy 1 have been in the 

society of . All my fears and fancies of 



332 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

austerity and stateliness melted away before one day*s 
intercourse. His conversation, though often rising 
into earnestness and eloquence, is perfectly unam- 
bitious : you never see a wish to shine, but yon feel 
a desire to impress you with the truth of what pos- 
sesses his own mind at the time. Then his reading 
and recitation are exquisite,— such pathos and passion 
as flow through his tones, I never heard in the voice 
of any actor whatever.'** 

" Dove^s J^esti near Winandermerg, 

" Here I have left behind me all the dust of celeb- 
rity : I have been only asked to write in two Albums 
since I came into this country. Mr. W. tells me 

* The writer enters into all this, and a great deal more of Mrs* 
Hemans' affectionate praise, with her whole heart : she shall 
never forget his recitation of " Yarrow revisited," or the 
effect of it,— heard, in this way, for the first time* 
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that when he was more troubled with these impor- 
tunities than he. is at present^ he found it convenient 
to administer the same line to all patients. The one 
he selected for the purpose^ and adhered to a con- 
siderable time^ was 

' The proper study of mankind^ is man* 
Think of this in the midst of the butterfly-winged 
cupids and roses of a young lady's Album !" 

His friend Mr. R. had also a formula for such 
exigencies ; but without his permission^ '' first had 
and obtained," it may not be here inserted. 

It was delightful that she realized so many plea- 
sures as these excursions among the lakes, and this 
visit to Scotland afforded her. Her mind took a new 
ilan^ from the variety of fresh and beautiful objects 
that broke upon her : from the pride and the dis- 

AA 
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tinction conferred by such success in such society.* 
It was hoped that she might have lived to realize 
the delightful anticipations which Madame de Stdel 
has breathed in words as remarkable for their truth 
of expression, as for the exquisite beauty of their 
poetical imagery : ** Je crois que je ferai une beUe 
peinture des effets de Timagination dans I'age mur : 
cet age o^ les objets qui vont bientot s obscurcir, sont 
encore illumines par les rayons pourpre d'un soleil 
qui baisse." 



* From the rich treasury of Mrs. Hemans' letters, — from Ab« 
botsford, from Edinburgh, from Rjdal Mount, from Chiefs- 
wood, — ^no further extracts can be given, for their brilliant 
details are blended with such expressions of confidence and 
affection as render them too precious to be ever submitted 
to the public: they are carefully preserved, and will be 
dear to the person to whom they were written as long as life 
remains. It need hardly be said that the style of them is 
playful, forcible, and elegant. Of some such, addressed 
to his family, Mr. Chorley, in the Athenaeum, has exhibited 
excellent specimeils ; and the details with which he has ac- 
companied them, are as literally true, as they an interesting. 
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Mrs. Hemans delighted in children^ and the 
various and heantiful descriptions of them with which 
her poetry ahounds> were reflected from the forms of 
those aromid her. She had only sons. She has 
heen accused of too partial an affection for one of 
her hoys^ — of a fondness which kept him too con- 
stantly by her side ; but his devotedness to her, and 
the then surpassing beauty of his chiljdish counte- 
nance, might 'have gained her excuse from any 
mother — if she had not found a more reasonable one 
in her pecuHar and solitary position, which made 
her seek refuge under the shadow even of protection 
afforded her by the constant society of her children. 

It is a pleasure to look back upon passages which 
we have read and admired together. Perhaps be- 
cause it reminded her of C. she was charmed with 

the following one, which occui's in one of the earUest 
aa3 



336 RECOLLECTIONS OF 

Italian dramatists. — The author was the courtly 
RucceUai,* the nephew of Lorenzo de Medeci, and 
the ambassador of his (thus near) relative, Leo X. 
at the courts of Francis I. and of Florence, — 

The subject is taken from the Iphigenia, in Tauris, 
of Euripides. Orestes, tormented by the furies for 
having slain his mother, is commanded by the oracle 
to possess himself of the statue of Diana, from her 
altar in Tauris: he recognises in the priestess his 
sister Iphigenia, imagined dead long before. Slowly 
she admits the possibiHty of its being indeed her 
brother, her Orestes, who is thus restored to her, 
and questions him doubtingly as to the circumstances 

* He was the author of the " molto lodato poemetto DeU' Api," 
(often printed and seldom read), and of the '< Rosamunda," 
which was acted with great splendour at Florence, in the 
presence of Leo X, in 1516. The " Oreste," more esteemed 
by his contemporaries, was not published till after his death, 
and was bequeathed by him, in a few touching words of con- 
fidential and relying affection, to his friend and noble dnu 
matic rival, Trissino* 
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of their early childhood, their home — ^its localities, 

its decorations : 

*' Ma dimmi, — sopra il cappezzal del letto 
Nella lettiera che v'er ci dipinte ? 

Okbste. — Sopra un erboso rivo 
Di corrente cristallo 
Un vago e bianco cigno 
Sorgea, corvando il coUo, &c. . 

Non ri ricorda come la mattina 

Tenendomi ristretto al vostro seno 
Mi mostravate e narravate a dito 
Tutta la storia che dipinta v'era ?" 

She continues to question him, but all doubt yields 

to the tenderness of the following recollections : 

Oreste.— *<Ma non ri ricord' ei com' io donniva 
Nel Tostro letto, e nelle vostre bracci ^ 
^Mi nutrivate si teneramente 
Com' una pianta di viole, o gigli 
In un bel yasel posta in terren culto, 
Cui nutrimento ad ora ad ora porge, 
L'aura suave, la rugiada, e^l sole. 
— ^Ne' altramai che yoi, quand' io piangea 
Potea racconsolar mio mesto pianto !" 
aa3 
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There is something very touching and beautiful 
in this passage,'}^ — ^ in the almost household sim- 
plicity of its descriptions and its circumstances. 
Amid the startUng horrors of the classic story, the 
effect of repose and peace which this Uttle scene ex- 
hibits, reminds one of a beautiful garden blooming 
on the verge of a volcano. 

It was Mrs. Hemans* sister, Mrs. Hughes, who 
set so many of her songs to music, with a happiness 
of effect which so completely echoes their feeling, 

* It has been placed here for one who knows how to love and 
value these beautiful pictures of a domestic happiness which 
she herself enjoys, — for one '* who can gaze upon her own 
fair boy" recollecting that 

'* As many hopes hang on his infant head 

As blossoms on a bough in May, and sweet ones !" 

Beaumont Sf Fletcher, 
for one who has silently tasted the pleasure so tenderly des- 
cribed by Faustina Maratti,f as arising from the sight of her 
husband's success amid his assembled countrymen, 

+ See page 171. 
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that it seems to be the result of a sort of kindied 
unison; such as is sometimes so pleasing in the 
voices of sisters. Many of them were beautifully 
set by Mr Lodge too, with whom she long corres- 
ponded on the subject 

One should hardly like to hear the '* Nightingale's 
death-song/ or the " Treasures of the deep," now, — 
or that of which, perhaps, the music is more touch* 
ingly beautiful than either, " The messenger bird** — 
" Thou art gone to the spirits' land !** 

Mrs. Hemans played very pleasingly, and was 
passionately fond of music. She has described in, 
perhaps, the finest of her lyrics, the ''Requiem 
of Mozart," the manner in which she herself felt its 
thrilling influences. It was after having listened 
with great delight one evening to some sweet and 
loved voices ( that are now but very seldom heard 
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within these walls) ^ging those words of hers, 
composed from Sir Walter Scott's dictation, for one 
of the old Rhine songs^ — that she hrought with her on 
the next, her lines on " Triumphant music ;"— and 
triumphant they really were, in the splendour of their 
effect as she repeated them. She wrote, for these 
same voices, the little drama, or rather «c^a,* "The 
Sisters," which formed, as it was representedf with 
extraordinary research and elegance, and with the 
advantage of Mr. Lodge's music, one of the most 
perfect private exhibitions of the kind that can be 
imagined. One could not help reverting to the times 
of Ludlow Castle and the Bridgewater family, when 
the youthful performers in Milton's exquisite masque 
were as pure, and as noble, and as beautiful as the 
ideal personages they represented. 

* See her '< Songs of the affections." 
f At a beautiful residence in Needwood forest. 
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''I am all deEght with Shelley's " Prometheiis^'* 
which I sat up late last night reading : it is a chaos 
of heanty^ — a hright confusion of all glorious and 
lovely images, but bewildering as the music of a 
dream. I must bring it with me to-morrow evening. 
'* Wavertree Village. " F. H.** 

This little note, which fell out of one of my books, 
is treasured as a memorial of the time when we used 
to meet constantly. I often think of her as I saw 
her sometimes at her own home, surrounded by a 
litter of books and communicated papers, which gave 
her more trouble than her own compositions, — of the 
sonnets that fluttered out of the window while we 
were talking, when she opened it to indulge me 
with a little air in the confined, hot room in which 
she always wrote : her feverish hectic look, as I 
recall it, even then often made me uneasy about her. 
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's she was suirounded by company, (then I 
never altered], — vintera and strangers, with letten 
of iDtiodaction, — sketcheis and penrillers; and one, 
who W. happily called " a tumultuous young lady," 
who, with an indefiitigable acdri^', bad levied con- 
tributions on all the literary people of Great Britain.* 

— " I have bad a letter ftom a young Ameiican— 

' the humblest of my admirers,' as be styles himself, 

begs to present me with a pair of Indian mocasins, 

made of buck-leather, with my name embroidered 

in bead-work. Was ever such a ehauuure proposed 

for a muse before P" 

* Sometiines a famuImnM^ would arriTe of an intended Tixit 

on tbe fallowing morning, froni some one " who conld not 

pass ibrough without doiDgbims«ir tbe boDorof wutingoD 

Urs. Hemani," &c. What wonder if, dieading iDsorae in- 

■tances, lhe» solemn civilities, ahe wu not read j umetimei 

to exclaim with Roiolona,';- (when At dismissed the ani- 

nho was so anxious to kiss the dust beneath her 

irfcethad noduM, and) " that she conld not 

toibed so early in tbe morning I " 
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Mrs. Hemans was very much attached to Miss 
Jewsbury, (afterwards the lamented Mrs. Fletcher, 
who died so soon after her arrival in India). Miss 
Jewsbury spent some days with her at Wavertree, 
and went with us to see Gibson's*^ statue— the Sap- 
pho : it is very happily placed in a beautifully-tinted 
and lofty drawing-room at Allerton Hall,f (now the 
possession of Pattison EUames, Esq.) Mrs. Hemans 
and her friend were charmed with its grace and love- 
liness, — with the sentiment of dejection and aban- 
donment which speaks in every muscle and limb, 
and which weeps in " the long flow of the willowy 
hair," — with the feeling so exquisitely expressed, 
with which the forgotten wreath of poetical suprem- 
acy droops from her hand, and with which she con- 



* John Gibson, Esq. of Rome, R. A. 
f The classic Allerton,~once the residence of Mr. Rosooe. 
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templates her unstrung and neglected lyre^ which 
has failed^ with all its heart-stirring powers^ to secure 
to her the affections of Phaon. 

The Sappho is placed in what was formerly Mr Ros* 
coe's lihraiy. When I mentioned this circumstance, 
and described to the distinguished sculptor the effect 
of his beautiful statue, he asked, in a subsequent let- 
ter, with all his usual simplicity, " does she not look 
like the old man's mournful muse, with her broken 

■ 

lyre ?" To him, as well as to many of us, there are 
melancholy associations connected with this scene 
of our departed and celebrated friend's intellectual 
occupations and happiness. Gibson remembers this 
room in his boyhood, rich with the treasures of a 
classic taste and learned luxury, which gave his 
awakening genius, perhaps, its earliest inclinations, 
—he remembers, affectionately remembers, the yen- 
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erable friend who discerned and directed the talents 
of the youthful artist with a prophetic sagacity. 

One of the works of Gihson has recently arrived 
in this country which hids fair to estahlish his repu^ 
tation in a new and more difficult reach of his art, — 
in the pathetic as well as the imaginative and the 
heautiful. It is the monument of Mrs. Henry 
Byrom, — of a young lady who died of child-hed- 
fever ; and genius and affection have combined to 
raise this most touching and admirable memorial. 
She is represented in her last moments,— the lan- 
guor of death has invaded but not impaired her 
beauty, or detracted anything from the loveliness 
of the exquisitely rounded form. She is sitting up, 
supported by pillows : every accessory brings home 
to the heart the reality, the domestic truth of the 
sorrow which is traced as impending,— her husband, 

BB 
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kneeling before her, is awaiting her latest blessing 
for the new'-bom infant, which he holds towards her : 
the exquisite expression of her languid hand in- 
dicates and assigns it to his love and protection, — 
with the other, she strains him gently to her, with a 
feeble gesture of indescribable tenderness and affec- 
tion. A lamp, burning behind her couch, is flicker- 
ing up with a last and just-expiring brightness. At 
her feet is the siunmoning angel, who, with a coun- 
tenance of heavenly mildness and pity, is pronoun- 
cing the mandate — (engraven)—* 
"I have a message from God to thee "-^( Judges,) 



• To the memory of the wife of Henry Byrom, Esq. 

It is little praise to say that nothing can be more beauti- 
fully executed than all the subordinate parts of this monu- 
ment : the swelling of the pillows, &c. the folds of the 
drapery, even to the architectural ornaments of the entab- 
lature, and the quality of the marble,— all are perfect The 
figures arc in the boldest style of alto-relievo, — statues, 
but not detached. It is to be placed in Daresbiiry church, 
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There was an excellent bust^ executed in marble^ 
of Mrs. Hemaus^ when she was in Scotland, by Mr. 
Angus Fletcher, for her venerable friend Sir Robert 
Liston : it was exhibited in London, Liverpool, &c. — 
it is very like her, and very pleasing ; for her light 
form, the air of the head, and the regularity of the 
small features were favourable to this mode of re- 
presentation ; and the one long tress of her hair 
which fell over her breast was, in this, advantageous. 

(near Warrington,^ the family burying-place of this lamen- 
ted lady. What a pity that it may not be seen in one of our 
noble cathedrals, where it might share, with Chantrey's 
unrivalled " Children,'' the praise lavished on that most 
beautiful specimen of English art in England ! 

Gibson's statue of Mr. Huskisson is completed, and he 
only waits the return of spring to send it over to us. In 
this majestic work he has attained the most difficult triumph 
that imitative skill has to struggle for : he has satisfied the 
eye of affection itself :-^A«r heart, and at length her voice, 
have borne evidence to the fidelity of the likeness ; and 
what praise is too high for the genius, what estimation too 
great for the art, which has soothed or suspended for a mo* 
ment such affliction as hers ? 

SB 2 
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A half length likeness of her was painted^ in oil, 
by — West, the American artist, who painted the 
Countess Guccioli. This was exhibited at Somerset 
House, and it is now in the possession of her sister, 
Mrs. Hughes.* There is somewhere a copy of this 
by the same artist. 

There was a miniature, too, painted by Robertson, 
an excellent likeness, but not so pleasing. 

The little print of Sir Walter Scotfs " Green 
Mantle" is very like what she was in early youth, 
and in that, as well as in the miniature just mentioned, 
the hand is raised to the chest, — an attitude which, 
I remarked when I saw her in Dublin, had latterly be- 
came vety habitual to her, and which had something 



• Wife of the Rev. T. Hughes, of Penegoes Itectojy, 

Merionethshire. 
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melancholy in it, as indicatiye of oppression or 
suffering. 

Mrs. Hemans was of an excellent height, — just 
not tall, and of a slight and pleasing form : the hands 
very delicate and pretty. She had a profusion of 
auhum hair ; and the blue eyes and colouring of the 
complexion were analogous. She had been in youth 
very beautiful, but she faded early. Dominie Samp- 
son, according to Charlie's account, was very much 
struck with her. He was delighted to become ac- 
quainted with " Mistress Heemans,"* and " he 
exclaimed when mama left the room, 'O! rare 
vision, of female loveliness V " — See letter from 
Abhoteford, 



* Other people besides Dominie Sampson pronomioed her name 
in this manner. When it is somided rightly, it seems as if 
there were two m's in it 

bb3 
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It was during her stay at Mibbume Tower, (Sir 
Robert Liston's,) near Edinburgh, that she formed 
an acquaintance and a friendship with Mr. and Mrs. 
Greaves, which induced her to visit Dublin, and 
finally to settle there. 



i 
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MRS. HEMANS : 



Note0 ^ dFtii0meiit0« 



PART III. 



In Januaxy, 1834, her son Claude, going over from 
Liverpool to take leave of her previous to his em- 
barkation for America, brought back with him a 
very distressing account of her health. A letter of 
the 7th of February, from Dawson-street, Dublin, 
contained the first intimation I received from herself 
" of an illness : an attadrof cholera which seized 
her," she said, " two or three days after some more 
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than nsDal ezertian and tmbmrmt with i^aid to C. 
his depaitnre, his desdnation. It left me," sbe cod- 
tinoes, " in so weak a state that I was obliged to be 
canied to and &am my room br many days after - 
and I had then to meet an ahnost oreiwh plming 
nish <rf ocenpatiwi, as I was TCTy hmriedly ptepanng 
two separate littk wo^ far die press at d>e time it 
aaxA roe."* Theae were the first symptrana of » 
malady hatn which she was nerer to recover. 

Sbe ^xs on to speak of ber stm ^VUkx^by's 
" a^wintment to a sitnatimi is the Ordinance Sorrcy 
office"! *s(if "an essendal relief to « mind lik mine, 

• 'nic*'NatiDaa]Ljna,"uidthe "HjinnafiaCbildhood." 
i'AitmHon," ibeaji, "tbanwhkh aooe eoold be ^ue 
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struggliDg with cares^ for which none could have 
been less fitted^ either by nature or education. But I 
look upon this as the dawn of a calmer day, for 

which I shall have to bless and ; and in 

which my spirit may possibly expand^ and reach 
a nobler height than it has yet attained.** 

A letter from little Charles^ of Aprils speaks of 
her continued sufferings from intermittent fever and 
ague, — of her inability to read (from head-ache) 
or to permit him to read to her. Still she sends me 
the kindest messages with regard to our recent jour- 
ney into Scotland, — enters into all my pleasures as 
to Hawthomden and Roslyn, &c. 

I look back on her letters received from Abbots- 
ford^ from Edinburgh, from Rydal Mount, from 
Chiefswood, &c. and feel that no one ever appreciated 
or described them as she has done ! 
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Charles coocludes by sajiog that she had desired 
him to transcribe for me a somiet she had lately 
written on the Datura arborea, — ^the noble and ma- 
jestic Datura, — " a favorite plant (she thought) with 
us both." 



t€ 



' Hymns for Childhood.'* 



*t 



I send you the fairy volume of Hymns. You 
will immediately see how unpretending a Httle book 
it is ; but it will give you pleasure to know that it 
has been received in the most gratifying manner^ — 
having seemed (as a playful child itself might have 
done) to win criticism into a benignant smile. 



* These are exquisitely pure and graceful ; but some of them, 
perhaps, too imaginaiive, too ideal for their purpose. Her 
own children were singularly advanced in the understanding 
and knowledge of poetry : she was not aware how few could 
read its language as they did. 
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*' I send you also B. W.'s letter : you see I forget 
none of your tastes and habits.^ 

" Dublinr 

Her love of poetry^ and the soothing pleasure she 
derived from it, during her long illness, might re- 
mind us of Uerrick's address '* To music to becalm 
his fever" : doubly beautiful to me now, because she 
was charmed with its msyestic melody when it was 
shewn to her at Wavertree. 

'* Fall on me like the silent dew ! 

Or like those maiden showers 

That at the peep of dawn do strew 

A baptism on the flowers ' 

Melt ! melt my pains 

With thy soft strains 

Till having peace me given, 

With full delight 

I leave this light 

And take my flight for heaven." 
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The following lines of his Prayer were equally 

applicable to her :* 

" What tho' my harp and viol be 
Both hung upon the willow tree, — 
What tho' my bed is now my graye, 
And for my house I darknees have,— 
What tho' my healthful days are fled, 
And I lay numbered with the dead : 
Yet have I hope, by Thy great power, 
To spring, — tho' now a withered flower !f' * 

Page 246. 
fFhen thy frail bark escaped this stormy world. 

The idea is taken from that noble sonnet of Mi* 

chelagnolo's> written in his last hours, in which he 

* These two exquisitely pure and beautiful passages, were writ- 
ten by the English Anacreon, Robert Herrick, of Charles 
the Ist's time, A copy of his *' Hesperides," printed in 
1648, " Works human and divine,'* is dedicated to Charles, 
Prince of Wdes, (afterwards Charles II,) then in his 
eighteenth year. 

f Herrick, whose enchanting poetry has been awakened by the 
citations of Washington Irving from its dormant immor* 
taUty. 
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bids farewell to the art which had been so long his 
" idol and monarch/* in terms of the most touch- 
ing and dignified simplicity. Standing on the verge 
of the dread abyss of eternity, he laments the time 
and the talents which had been so exclusively devo- 
ted, — and casts himself on the mercy of that Saviour 
" who from the cross extends his arms to receive him." 
There is something of the repose and grandeur of the 
antique statues in this work of the mighty master's : 
his lofty genius frowns through its noble outline as 
in the forms of his Moses and Giulio de Medici. 

Some of the most beautiful of the old Italian son- 
nets are so associated in my mind with the remem- 
brance of Mrs, Hemans, and of the time that we 
spent together, that I cannot help placing this one of 
them here : it will be seen in the subsequent pages 

that she took pleasure in them to her latest hours, 
cc 
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The following one is more especially identified with 
her memory from my having shown it to her \Mst\y, 
and from the many thoughts and feelings ihv^ she 
had in common with its majestic author. It was^ 
perhaps, a melancholy forethought which made us 
dwell upon it together. 

" Giunto h gi^'l corso della vita mia 
Con tempestoso mar per fragU barca 
Al comun porto, ov'k render si yarca 
Giusta ragion d'ogn' opra tiista e pia. 

<* Onde Paffetuosa fantasia 
Che Parte' si fece idolo e monarca 
Conosco ben quant'era d'error carca ; 
Ch'errore ^ ci6 che I'buom quaggiii deda ! 

<' I pensier miei gi^ de* mie'danni lieti, 
Che fian*or s*a due morti m*avvicino ; 
L'una m'^ certa, e Paltra mi minacda ? 

" Ne pinger, ne scolpir fia pivi che queti 

L'anima volta a quell'amor divino 

Chliperse a prender noi in croce le braccia." 

. Rime di Mkhelagnoh Buonarroti, 
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I have prevailed upon a highly-valued friend to 
make a translation of it ; and she has fulfilled this re- 
quest^ with a stern and severe fidelity worthy of the 
original : (hut she has not loved and humoured it as 
she does her Petrarchan children.)')^ It is subjoined 
that this little book may boast one specimen (among 
so many unruly ones) of what a translation ought to 
be, and that its author may have the pride and 
the pleasure of inscribing it with the name of 
Lady Dacre. 

^ My life's frail bark has neared the common port 
Tho' raging seas around its coarse have roared. 



* She has lately translated the latter part of the '^ Trionfo della 
Morte" of Petrarch (Laura's death-bed scene,) — his 6th 
Canzone, (his vision of Laura after death,) and in addition 
to many former ones, several of his most beautiful sonnets 
with such ^ terseness and exactness of resemblance, and 
such a perfect preservation of their pathetic beauty, that it 
seems as if she had possessed herself of the Persian Der- 
yise's power of transfusing her whole soul into the form 
of another, 

CO 2 
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And I am called my actions to record — 

Of guilt and blame» or of a holiier sort * 

The range where Fancy fondly woulH disport 

Of that fair art she made her idol lord. 

My better judgment sees with error stored. 

And error all that here below we court ! 

What now my thoughts, — once gloi^ng in my bane^ 

If I be doomed a double death to prove ? 

Certain the one, — and threaten'd the more dread. 

Vain is the pencil, and tiie chisel vain. 

To lull the soul, — ^now turned to heavenly love 

Inviting from the Cross with arms outspread ! 

TransUUed by Lady Ddare, 

Page 243. 
But whOf like thee, their fresh mild scents shall pfiee. 
Or bless their spell to charm life*s feverish hours ?• 

Page 244. 
Fair from ks wintry couch the graceful reed^f 
A tasielled sceptre to thy hand I gave, 

• Her " pure passion for flowers :" " often during this weary ill- 
ness of mme, &c.** See her letter frtm Redesdale .—Note, 
page 243. 

+ This expression is not botanically just.— Conpo^toria Ma- 
jalU,-—'^ Solomon*8 Seal" Its stems have the light and 
Idfty character of a tropical plant: its faint nightrbreath- 
ing fragrance, and tiie pale pencilling of its delicate blos- 
soms are entirely English. 
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She has concentrated these feelmgs in one of her 
moit beautiful poems, called '* The Last Wish." 

—''Bring me those buds, to shed 

Around my dying bed 

A breath of May and of the woods' repose. 

•* Fain would I stay with thee, — 

Alas ! this may not be ; 

Yet bring me still the gifts of happier hours : 

Qo where the fountain's breast 

Catches in glassy rest 

The dim green light that pours through laurel bowers ; 

*' I know how softly bright. 

Steeped in that tender light. 

The water-lilies tremble there even now,— 

€k> to the pure stream's edge, 

And from its whispering sedge 

Bring me those flowers to cool my burning brow. 

''Haste ! to my pillow bear 

Those fragrant things and fair : 

My hand no more may bind them up at eve. 

Yet shall their odour soft 

One bright dream round me waft 

Of life, youth, summer,— all that I must leave i"^F. J7. 
cc3 



m 
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Page 233. 
And^ blest precursor of the angel Deaths 
The cherub Sleep' dreathed thy p^e brow with flours. 

She loved to think c^, arid to describe the fbnn of 
Death under this beautiful oriental personification of 
it. 'One of her most «iquisite poemsr is addressed 
to the youthful genius of Death, with his extinguish- 
ed torch, an antique statue in the Muse^ Royale. 

It was a great comfort, and alleviation of sorrow, 

during her long illness, that her slumber was almost 

constantly calm and happy* Shakspeaxe*? beautiful 

prayer might have been breathed for her : 

" Rein ap the organs of her phantasy ! 
Sleep she as sound as careless infiancy ?" 

Pa^ 246. 
No hope^ no unsh was thine 
Thy troubled course^ 'mid stormy seas^ to stay. 

" And feeling stifl thy womafi's spirit strong 
In the deep faith which lifts from earthly wrong 
A heavenward ^asice."— F. H. 



It may be thought tba,t these pages exhibit too 
gloomy a picture of the highly gifted being whose 
worth' aad* talent? they are attemptiag to describe : 
they portray her, however, a2s she was seen by those 
who loved her best, in the latest years of her Jife, — 
they are traced by one in whose memory her mourn- 
ful words still echo — "you know what I have suf- 
fered ; you know the responsibility and the amdeties 
that have made tny health the wreck it fe I**^ And, 
perhaps, there is no aspect of human life more me^ 
lancholy than that which is thus presented to our 
contemplation, — of genius struggling, if not borne 
down, under the pressure of worldly cares, — of a 
powerful mind strictly fettered, yet ever compelled 
to exertion, — of a brilliant and buoyant fancy re- 
strained and overcharged by "the aching weight" 
and heaviness of a wounded heart. 

* In one of her latest letters. 
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Page 233. 

Yet ever *midst thy sorrouj^s deepen btight. 
Soft through the gloom thy sacred numbers rose : 
— Loftier and more aerial in their flight 
Swelled the pure strains of calm subdued delight; 
As sweet flowers^ bowed beneath the dews of night, 
Ejfuse their richest odours as they elose. 

The following passage is from a letter recentlj 
received from one whose every thought and opinion 
ought to have weight in all that regards her heloved 
and lamented sister. 



" And I could vdsh that some idea might be given 
of the gradually deepening tone of her character 
during the last year or two, which, as we now look 
back upon it, seems to have been a solemn, silently 
working preparation for that most fitting close. In all 
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the notices that I have seen, this has been either 
overlooked or coldly and casually allnded to." 

This may be traced in her " Scenes and Hymns 
of life," — the last volume she ever published ; and 
more especially in her later poemsi, printed succes- 
sively in the New Monthly and Blackwood's Maga- 
zines : ''Meditations in sickness," &c. "Recovery/* 
''Resignation." It cannot be 8ttid< that they are 
more pure than the former ones, but a warmer glow 
of awakened religion seems to overshadow them, 
and they breathe a spirit of fady resignation and 
tender piety, which is not of this world. They are 
among the most beautiful and touching poetiy that 
she ever wrote. 

There is a sort of personal and domestic character 
in the feelings from which these lines to her mother's 
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Bible must hare originated, which makes them yerj 
interesting : 



« TO A FAMILY BIBLE. 

''What household thoughts aitjund thee, as their shrine, 

Cluig reverently ! Of anxious looks beguiled. 

My mother's eyes upoiitby page divine 

Each day were bent; her accents gravely mild 

Breathed out thy lore : whilst I, a dreamy child. 

Wandered on breeze-like fancies oft away 

To some lone tuft of gleaming Spring-flowers wild, — 

Some fresh discovered nook for woodland play,—- 

Some secret nest : yet would the solemn Word 

At times, with kindling of young wonder heard. 

Fall on my wakened spirit, there to be 

A seed not lost ; for which, in darker years, 

O, book of Heaven ! I pour, with grateful tears, 

Heart's blessings on the holy dead and thee 1" 

*« F. H.* 
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** Long at her conch death took his patient itand, 
And menaced oft, and oft withheld the blow. 

** To give reflection time, with lenient art, 

&ach fond ddnsion from her sonl to steal 
• • * • 

** Say ■' are ye sure his mercy will extend 

To yon so long a space ? alas ! ye sfgh ; 

Make then, while yet ye may, yonr God yonr friend. 

And learn in equal peace to sleep or die !" 

What further preparation was wanting to render 
acceptable in the sight of heaven a being so blame- 
less, and^ as regards this ]ife> (though great coin^ 
pensations were granted) so unhappy, it is humbly 
hoped were vouchsafed to her through the chastening 
influences of long sickness and suflTering, — borne 
with great courage and fortitude, and with, the most 
uncomplaining patience. 

The following description of the eflScacy of sick- 
ness in preparing us for death is taken from the 
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woiks of an author (Backminster) whose sennons 
she gave to one of my sons.* They are very beauti- 
fbl as moral essays : he seems to be the Blair of 
America. 

** There are advantages even in the long continiianoe of oob- 
finement, and in the prospect of inevitable and slovly i^ 
proaching death. To him that knows that he must dose his 
eyes on this pleasant scene, it is no small preparation that every 
mondng's son rises upon his sight with daily diminishing lustre ; 
luxuries pall gradually upon his taste> sounds die away gently 
upon his ear, and the ties which bind him to earth weaken by 
degrees, and at last the silver cord is loosed with gentle hands, 
without painful or perceptible disruption. 

''Long confinement also brings vrith it the advantages of 
drawing us off from those partialities which bind us to society in 
general ; and though it may strengthen our attachment to those 
who watch immediately around our bed^ and are the inmates of 
our decaying hours^ yet, even here, the energy of the affections 
wastes with the energy of the body, and the dissolution of the 



* A young clergyman who visited her not many months before 
her death.- 



ties of love and friendship i% by ^the Jundntts of heaven, ren- 
dered as gentle as the dissolution of the soul and body. 

" Lengthened illness, too, not only draws off our attention 
gradually from a world we must leave, but it seems to usher 
into view, by a similar and solemn gfradafion, the world iTlnch 
we are about to enter. It places us in an extended and narrow 
vista, in which the various objects on each side are excluded, 
and eternity, that vast object at the termination of the view, 
seems to enlarge as we approach it, till it fills, at last, and en- 
grosses the conceptions." 

BuckmiMUr» 

Such aie the consolations that unassisted reason 
offers, and the moral truths here adduced are as clear 
and as beautiful in their arrangement as the conclu- 
sion to which they lead is valuable and just The 
pride of human i>itellect seizes them and acknow- 
ledges them, and is permitted and intended to derive 
from them the degree of consolation which they are 
fitted to convey. But what would they avail in our 
last hours to support the sinking frame, and the fiul- 

DD 

* 



370 RECOLLECTIONS OF, &C. 

ing heart, if the Holy Scriptures did not open their 
inestimable treasures for our comfort,— if we had not 
their blessed evidences to assure us— '' That there 
remaineth a rest for the people of God !" 



RECOLLECTIONS 

ov 

MRS. HEMANS : 

PART IV. 

— *^ And she to die ! — she lored the lan^og earth 
With inch deep joy in its fresh leaves and flowers. 

And yet, alas .' to see the strength which dings 

Ronnd woman in sach hours ; a monmAil sig^t 

Though lorelyl—an orerflowing oi tiie springs— 

Hie foil springs of affection,^-deep as Mght. 

And she, because her life is ever twined 

With other liTes, and by no stormy wind 

May thence be diaken, and because the light 

Of tenderness is ronnd her, and her eye 

Doth weep such paasionate tears— therefore she thus can die." 

Mn. Hemana* Fomt Sanetumy. 

In Dec. 1834, Mrs. Hemans removed to Redesdale,* 
the vacant summer residence of the Archbishop of 

* About seven miles fioiii Dublin. 

dd2 
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I do this now, but I could not be satisfied to delay 
longer to give you some idea of that poor lady's 
situation. She has been very ill, (as you know,) and 
still continues so. The attack first came on in th 
shape of intermittent fever, — then changed to fever 
and ague, and has now terminated in prostration of 
strength, loss of appetite, spasmodic afifections, and 
other sjrmptoms, which have occasioned, in my mind, 
considerable apprehension. 

'' I saw her physician. Dr. Greaves, on the subject, 
and he assures me that he has no reason to apprehend 
dropsy at present ; but he does not conceal that her 
ntuation is very precarious, although (like all other 
physicians) he talks, while the case is doubtful, of 
her youth, and her fine equal spirits, and the favorable 
change that may be hoped for in the approaching 
spring. * * I confess I am not so sanguine ; 
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but I should be sony, on that account, to diminish 
any of the hope which you expresiy or which yon 
may derive firom his expectation. 

'' She has been removed seven miles from Dublin, 
for quiet and change of air, and has got apartments in 
the Archbishop of Dublin's country re8idence,f — at 
this moment otherwise unoccupied. * * I see 
her whenever I can. * « I need not say that I 
have a melancholy pleasure * * She is so 
good and pure of heart, and so high minded, and so 
thoroughly fortified with all the resources of rehgion, 
that her lot, to look at it rightly, is one rather to be 
envied than deplored. * * 

*^ I sate with her an hour yesterday, and thought 
her much altered since my last visit, but always 

f Redetdak. 
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calm and tranquil, and even cheerful. * * She 
had received your letter, J * * which, indeed, 
she showed me, and said it was impossible to express 
what comfort she had derived in life from your friend- 
ship and affection ; she said she would write to you 
a few lines to say so, though it should only be 



" She is now confined entirely to her couch, and 
I rather think avoids her bed, that nothing may pre- 
vent her receiving me when I can find my way to 
her. • • *. 



t 'Vhe reader must forgive the insertion of such passages as 
this. If it could only be felt what a comfort it is now to 
know that I did write,— that I was able to give her the most 
momentary pleasure ! Many passages in her early letters 
fill me with self-reproach; they contain inquiries and afiec- 
tionate observations that were never answered : it would 
be a lesson to all idle letter-writers to know how this has 
been repented of. 
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" You know I will watcb over her • • as your 
fidend, * * independent of the personal regard 
I entertain for her. Rest assured nothing shall be 
wanting to mitigate her sufferings and promote her 
recovery : neither will I fail to write to you con- 
stantly, — to report any favorable change. In the 
meantime, I should not feel satisfied to leave you 
any longer in the dark as regards her situation. 

«••#«« i«j^ jg a serious kHjber, but It 
is in these moments that I feel more than ever affec* 
tionately yours." 

The following is an extract from the letter so 
promised, — (written in pencil) : 

**RedesdaU, Sth February. 
" You will grieve to hear that I make very little 
progress towards recovery : the symptoms which that 
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peniicious ague left behind, cause me great pain and 
discomfort I am told that I can only expect their 

removal to be very slow, 

• ^- • • 

'' Dublin, 2d March, 1835. 
'' Dearest R,, — ^This dear sufferer bore her jour- 
ney into town as well as could be expected. We 
got a mattress laid at the bottom of an easy carriage, 
and carried her in and out Major Browne came up 

* * from the country, and has shewn a deep in- 
terest and feeling, which has gratified her much. 

* * He has written to her sister, Mrs. Hughes, 
who may be expected over next week ; and he has 
sent for his own wife to stay with Mrs. Hemans. 



" In the meantime she has a most excellent and 
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attentiye serFant ;* and, now she is in Dublin, the 
best advice : this added to most comfortable accom* 
dation, and every minor comfort** * under the 
painful circumstances. * % 



''I sate vrith her an hour yesterday, at her physi" 
eians' own desire: her situation ispasjt ceremony; 
and they wish her to be indulged in everything that 
can comfort or relieve ber mind ; but beyond the 
pleasure she takes in looking upon some human be- 
ing that feels for her, and breaks in upon the long 
weary day to tell her, *' she is not deserted," — her 
mind wants no relief, — ^for I never saw anything more 
composed, and eyen happy. * * All her worldly 
cares appear removed by the successful result of the 
application regarding her son ; and she assures me, 

* Anna Creer. 
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she has not a thonglit or feeling on her mind, hut 
the excess of thankfohiess and gratitade. * * Some- 
times she longs, she says, for the enjoyment of a 
purer world, for this has heen one to her of deep 
mortification and sorrow : hut whether to live or to 
die she is quite Teady. She regrets she has done so 
litde in the way of puhlic usefulness, and feels, if 
life were spared, that much remains to he accomplish- 
ed. Then she remembers that resignation is her first 
and highest duty ; and consoles herself with quoting 
that beautiful line of Milton's, who, perhaps, deplor- 
ing his own helplessness, says. 



t€ 



Those also senre, who only stand and wait !' 



You may imagine her state of mind when she ad- 
ded, that in her intervals from pain, no poetry could 
express or imagination conceive the visions of bles- 
sedness that flitted across her &ncy, and made her 
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wakiiig bouTS more delightfol than those that were 
giyen even to temporary repose. 

'* You may think I have a good deal to do to bear 
up in her presence when she talks in this way; but 
I never shrink if • * especially if I can minister 
anything in the shape of comfort * * I have 
promised to see her daily, and whenever i^e wishes 
it. Rest assured I will not neglect or disappoint her. 

* * She speaks of you with the deepest affection 

♦ • and received great pleasure from your last let- 
ter. It is something to have possessed such afiection, 
dearest R. — it is tentimes more to have deserved it. 

" 3rd March. 
*' I have seen her again to day : her voice is stronger 
and more cheerful ; but the inward fever does not 
abate, — and her physicians do not think her better. 

£E 
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Her bodily strength is quite gone ; her limbs sadly 
emaciated : * * still she says, she is not without 
hope, but such hope only as is consistent with per- 
fect confidence, and trust, and resignation ; * * 
in short, nothing can be more beautiful and enviable 
than her whole state of mind and feeling : • * it 
only remains for those around her, to be prepared, 
as she is prepared for everything, and to minister in 
the meantime, by every pos^ble means, to her com- 
fort. * * * * * 

*' Major Browne has been obliged to leave Dublin 
and return to his duties in the country ;* and the 
only persons she sees now are myself and her 

physicians. 

* Mrs. Hemans' only sister arrived about the 15th March ; and 
after remaining with her for some weeks, was obliged to 
leave her, on account of the severe illness of her husband* 
Major Browne returned after a very short absence, and he 
and Mrs. Browne watched over her with affectionate care 
to the last. 
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God bless you, dearest R., if I give you sorrow 
in tMs letter it will not be unmixed with the best of 
all consolations." 



The following was received after an interval in 
which there was a gleam of hope and of recovery, 
which baffled the opinion of the physicians. A little 
note, from the same hand, had warned me — when I 
wrote ** to the dear sufferer, to write cheerfully, and 
not as anticipating the worst." (How difficult it was 
to do this under the fearful apprehension I felt, may 
be imagined: still it was a comfort to find I had 
succeeded in cheering her.) 



€€ 



Swnday, March \&th. 



** Dearest R., — ^I write you a line to-day by our 
poor friend's particular desire, to say what delight 
she has had in your letter, and to entreat that you 
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will write soon and often. ' Your affection/ she says^ 

' ' is like a sparkling^ gushing stream/ (I always use 

her own words), ' and it refreshes and supports her/ 



** I grieve to say she has relapsed again : where 
there is extensive organic disease there can he no 
permanent improvement ; and although it is difficult 
at moments to refuse ourselves that hope which the 
poor patient herself, comhined with the most entire 
and touching resignation, encourages, — ^yet it were 
idle, and even wrong, to anticipate now any termina- 
tion hut one to all her afflictions. The truth is, her 
mind is so calm, her intellect so hright, and her piety 
so cheerful, that when she speaks, every expression 
hreathes of hopefulness and faith comhined, and it 
is not easy for the looker-on to separate the one from 
the other. ♦ * ♦ 
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*' I found her yesterday, as usual, with her bihle 
on one side of her, and a collection of the fine old 
Italian sonnets, on which Milton modelled his early 
poems, on the other. She had been reading them, 
she ss&d, alternately, and found reHgious comfort in 
the majesty of both. 

" Her sister, Mrs, H., was to arrive lastnight, and 
when the excitement of the first meeting is over, her 
presence will be a great comfort. • • 

" She continues to take nourishment, but her ap- 
petite is becoming variable and capricious, and her 
strength visibly diminishing : with all this, her phy- 
sical sufiferings are not great, — and, beyond the dis- 
comforture inseparable from her situaticm, she re- 
joices in her exemption firom absolute pain. She is 
very grateful for this, and very anxious for * a serene 

EE 3 
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and imclouded passage to that better land. ' In short, 
it is a glorious mind, and holds its course, right 
royally, into the haven that awaits it." 

The following extracts from one of the last of her 
precious letters is so characteristic of her, and so 
exalted in feeling, that I am induced to spare it to 
those who may love and honor her memory as T do. 
After speaking of Sir Robert Peel's unexpected 
kindness to her son Henry, || " which," she says, " filled 
my mind with joy and thankfulness, — which lifted 
a weight of aching anxiety from my heart, and told 
me that a path was at last opened to my dear boy of 
honorable independence" — 



II His appointment to a situation in the Navy-office. At this 
time there were a great many paragraphs relative to Mrs. 
Hemans and her family in the newspapers, which were wholly 
unauthorised by the persons whose names were mentioned in 
them. 
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She continues — 



"Well, my dear ! I hope my life, if it be 

spared, may now flow back into its native course of 
quiet thoughtfulness. Ton know in how rugged a 
channel the poor little stream has been forced, and 
through what rocks it has wrought its way ; and it 
is now longing for repose in some still valley. It 
has ever been one of my regrets that the constant 
necessity of providing sums of money to meet the 
exigencies of the boys' educaticm, has obliged me to 
waste my mind in what I consider mere desultory 
effusions : 

' Pouring myself away. 
As a wild bird, amid'st the foliage, turns 
That which within him thrills, and beats, and bums. 
Into a fleeting lay.* 

My wish ever was to concentrate all my mental 
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■ 

energy in the production of some more noble and 
complete work; something of pure and holy ex- 
cellence^ (if there be not too much presumption in 
the thought J which might permanently take its place 
as the work of a British poetess. I have always, 
hitherto, written as if in the breathing times of 
storms and billows. Perhaps it may not even yet 
be too late to accomplish what I wish, though I 
sometimes feel my health so deeply prostrated, that 
I cannot imagine how I am ever to be raised up 
again : but a greater freedom from those cares of 
which I have been obliged to bear up under the 
whole responsibility, may do much to restore me ; 
and though my spirits are gready subdued by long 
sickness, I feel the powers of my mind in full ma- 
turity. . ♦ * I have of late * * unkindness, 
but I shall never despond for these things,— -the 
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very iden of possessing such Mends as — and 
your dear, noble brother, is a fountain of strengrth 
and hope. • • I am very, very weary of writing 
so long ; yet still feel as if I had a thousand things 



to say to you. 
/ 



• ♦ 



" With regard to my health, I can only tell you 
that what I now feel is a state of sinMng languor, 
fi'om which it seems impossible I should ever be 
raised. I feel greatly exhausted with this long letter, 

• • so farewell ! my dear, dear 

*' Your most affectionate 



» 



"FELICIA HEMANS. 
'• February 10, 1835." 



The following affecting words occur at the con- 
clusion of a little pencil note which she wrote about 
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the same time to her sister, commuDicating the mi- 
expected happiness aflforded her by Sir R. P/s letter : 

" Dearest Harriet, — I am veiy ill : I camiot tell 
you how much I suffer, nor what a state of utter 
child-like weakness my poor wasted limbs are reduced 
to. But my mind is, as I desired Charlie to tell 
you, in a state of the deepest resignation ; to which 
is now added a warm thankfulness to God for this 
his latest mercy." 



<' F. H." 



S4 



February 13, 1835." 



•If « « 



The following words are contained in a recent 
letter from one who is of the first and the most valued 
authority in all that relates to the subject of these 
pages: 

After deprecating the intended, or rather threaten- 
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ed publication of memoirs, letters, &c. she says — 
" This, of course, camiot apply to aii3rthing which 
tends merely to individualise a sketch of mind and 
character. And with regard to the details of my 
dearest sister's last iUness, and all its most unspeak- 
ably consolatoiy evidences ' of the hope that was in 
her/ my feeling is^ that the more they are known 
the better." 

It would indeed be a matter of the deepest regret 
if the insertion of these or of any other words in 
these pages should occasion hex the most momentary 
feeling of pain, (though they may re-awaken sor- 
row). The scanty details which this little volume 

contains, refer only to the years during which the 

■ 

sisters were separated — ^by Mrs, Hemans* removal 
to Wavertree, the marriage of the younger one, &c. 
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From that time^ they had only met for very short 
periods, and at distant intervals, till the date of this 
letter. 

"20, Dawson-slreet, \lth March, 1836. 

''My own inclination no less than my dearest 

sister's wishes urge me to write to you, my dear Mrs, 

, her kind and devoted friend. We are, at 

this moment, in a state of suspense ahout her, diffi- 
cult to he descrihed. On Sunday evening she was 
so painfully exhausted after a paroxysm of coughing, 
that we thought all hope at an end, and scarcely ex- 
pected her to see the light of morning; hut, thank 
God ! the night passed tranquilly, and yesterday the 
physicians even gave us a ray of hope. There is a 
great diminution in the most alarming s3rmptom, and 
they say nature is evidently making an effort, which 
must soon decide one way or the other : but her 
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prostration of strength is so excessive, that they dare 
not encourage us to be at all sanguine ; and, alas ! 
when I look at her emaciated limbs and sharpened 
features, it seems as if nothing short of a miracle, 
could ever restore to her the power of even crossing 
the floor unassisted. But we are all in the hands of 
a merciful Father, who can even yet raise her up if 
it be his good pleasure, and we must abide with 
patience, and such tranquillity as we can command, 
the mysterious workings now going on within that 
poor shattered frame. 

'* Her state of mind is so heavenly, that she al- 
ready appears 'but a little lower than the angels,* and 
I sometimes feel as if it were almost wrong to wish 
to stay the flight of such a purified spirit. 

'' At this momentous crisis, the most perfect still- 
ness is enjoined, and we are allowed to speak to her 

FF 
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as little as possible^ and^ indeed, to refrain from 
even entering her room more than two or three times 
in the day : this is a severe privation when one has 
such a yearning to be near her, and to watch every 
look and movement ; but she says herself that when 
we are in the room, she is tempted to say things 
which come into her mind, and which she cannot 
resist giving utterance to, though the effort is always 
exhausting to her. 

" In my visit to her bed-side this morning, she 
spoke of you with the greatest affection, — said I 
must be sure to tell you • • • » 



" Of Colonel *s more than brotherly kindness 

I cannot trust myself to speak. 
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''In great alann, after the sad appearances on 
Sunday evening, I wrote a summons to poor W. 
(for whom Colonel D. undertook to procure leave of 
absence). His dear mother does not yet know of his 
being sent for, and should brighter prospects arise, 
it can easily be attributed to my own wish of seeing 
him after nearly seven years' separation. C. is a 
dear boy, — so gentle and deep-feeling, though so 
quiet and self-possessed. His taking the sacrament 
with us on Sunday, for the first time in his life, be- 
side what then seemed so inevitably the death-bed 
of his darling mother, was a most affecting scene ; 
but, thank God ! we were all enabled to command 
ourselves, so as not to disturb the sweet peace of 
our angelic sister, who now seems raised above all 
earthly agitations." 



ff2 
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" Dawson-Btreet, ZOth March, 1835. 



" A week ago I could not have believed it pos- 
sible that I could again have addressed you on the 
subject of our beloved invalid in any other tone than 
that of the deepest despondency, but she has really 
shewn an energy of constitution which astonished us 
all, and at this moment, weak and emaciated as she 
is, I can scarcely bring myself to believe that she 
will not be restored to us. * * * 

" The great decrease of the swelling not only adds 
much to her comfort by allowing more freedom of 
movement, but lessens the apprehension of imme- 
diate danger. While that unnatural pressure ex- 
isted, there was a dread that the action of the heart 
and lungs might be interfered with, and at any 
moment the fatal crisis might have taken place. 
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This danger is for the present removed, and there 
seems no appearance of a fresh formation, hut the 
symptoms of hectic fever are, at times, very se- 
vere. To-day she has heen unusuaDy tranquil and 
cheerful, and I have seen her twice : the last time 
she had hooks upon the hed, and had been looking 
with pleasure at the illustrations of ' Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery.' 

"She speaks much more of recovery than she 
had heen wont to do, and even talked this morning 
of some of her literary projects ; but alas ! notwith- 
standing these flattering appearances, her medical 
men do not venture to give us any sure ground for 
hope ; and I know but too well that in pulmonary 
complaints (of which nature there now seems a fear 
that this will ultimately prove) the most delusive 

symptoms usually exist at times of the greatest dan- 
ff3 
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ger. • • There is, however, a prohabilitj 
of the case being much more protracted than we 
could have believed possible. Were it not for this 
I should indeed be ' most miserable' in the straggle 
of conflicting duties, for I am under great uneasiness 
respecting the health of my dear husband, and can- 
not feel it right to absent myself any longer. • • 
Had any crisis appeared close at hand, I could not 
have torn myself away ; but there seems every pro- 
bability of things continuing in their present state 
for weeks. Had any one told us this on my first 
arrival, I should have thought him a dreamer. • 
* * Having thus witnessed such extraordinary 
changes in the aspect of her disorder, may we not 
venture to contemplate the possibility of her preser- 
vation P Whatever may be the issue, it will always 
be a source of comfort to me to have seen her as I 
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have done now ; but I think you can understand me^ 

my dear Mrs. , when I say^ that at times it has 

been ahnost painful to feel one's own utter incapability 
of ministering to a spirit so etherialised. 

" My sister-in-law remains here, and my brother 
George, though obliged to go down to K. this week, 
will be prepared to attend an immediate summons 
should any occasion arise. I believe the phjrsicians 
would be heartily glad we were all a hundred miles 
off, as they never see us without cautioning us against 
going into her room. 

*' She speaks of you, and charges me to assure 
you of her undiminished love and affection." • 

"Tttesday, Slst March. 
" I left my letter open that I might be able to add 
the latest accounts. Our beloved patient has had a 
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comfortable night, and is wonderfully cheerful this 
morning. She desires me to ask you if " • • 



Such were the vicissitudes which beguiled the 
anxiety of those around her with expectations which 
were, perhaps, but faintly shared by one to whom the 
changing aspects and illusions of hectic consumption 
had been but too sorrowftdly familiar. Possessed 
by a fatal and never-to-be-forgotten experience of 
a knowledge of its vaiying tones, and ceaseless 
modifications — flattering and deceiving to the last, 
— ^remembering but too well the hope that one horn- 
beamed bright and clear in the dear object that I 
was watching over, and solaced herself and me by 
the anticipation of innocent happiness and home-bom 
pleasures, (which we were in this world to enjoy 
together), — but which in the next, with an artless and 
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mournful inconsistency, revealed to me, — by some 
words of touching farewell, of penetrating and holy 
tenderness, — that all expectation of a continuance of 
this, our loved intercourse, was escaping, — ^but such 
as rested, with a blessed faith, upon its being renewed 
in heaven. — See page 6. 
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** Non come flamma che per forza e spenta 
Ma che per se medesma si consume, 
lo Brando in pace Tanima contenta.'* 

After such illness and suffering as have been des- 
cribed^ it is difficult almost to believe the date of the 
following lines^ which were written down at her die- 
tation^ when she could no longer write herself: 



"SABBATH SONNET.»'— (The last) 
Composed on Sunday, April S5, 1835. 

"How many blessed groups this hour are beudiDg, 
Through England's primrose meadow-paths, their way 
Towards spire and tower, 'mid shadowy elms ascending. 
Whence the sweet chimes proclaim the hallowed day. 
The halls, from old heroic ages grey. 
Pour their fair children forth, — and hamlets low. 
With whose thick orchard-blooms the soft winds play, 
Send oat their inmates in a happy flow, 
like a freed vernal stream : I may not tread 
With them those pathways ;— to the feverish bed 
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Of sickness chained : yet, O ! my God ! I bless 
Thy meicy, that with Sabbath-peace has filled 
My chastened heart ; and all its throbbings stilled 
To one deep calm of lowliest thankfulness !'' 

" FELICIA HEBiANS." 

This is^ perhaps^ one of the most perfect sonnets 
in the English language, whether it be considered as 
r^ards the regularity of its structure, the soothing 
loveliness of its imagery, or the deep and solemn 
interest which it acquires from the circumstances 
under which it was written : (so short a time before 
her death!) 

And thus she placed the crowning and finishing 
ornament on the beautiful edifice of her works ; 
dedicating and bequeathing them to the lasting ad- 
miration of her country. A treasury of poetry, so 
passionate, and yet so pure ; so chastened, and yet 
so tender; so enriched by exquisite imagery, so un- 
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sullied by meretricious decoration^ — that the mo- 
ther may eojoy it with her son, and the father delight 
in it with his child ; in its unirersal tendencies so 
noble and so elevated ; in its latest aspirations so 
holy, that it appears to have emanated from 

"A heart that might have been enshrined in crystal. 
And have had all its movements, scann'd." 



It was about this time that she desired that I 
should write : how difficult and how painful it is to do 
so under the intimate and unmitigated conviction that 
all hope is unvailing, they alone can know who have 
approached those they have loved under such cir- 
cumstances, or those (still more to be pitied) on whom 
may have devolved the fearful task te speak undis- 
guisedly to the sufferer, — perhaps to wrest from him 
the feeble hope *' which travels on, nor quits us till 
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we die/' and which often lurks unconsciously, to 
support and to cheer, while the accents unfeigningly 
attest an entire resignation of it. But in this case 
there was no delusion as to the awful crisis approach- 
ing, — no necessity for exhortation or remonstrance 
to teach her to meet it I was addressing at once a 
firm and a religious mind ; and the inestimable com- 
munications of those around her had assured me 
that no consolation which a holy faith can inspire 
had been withheld, no duty unfulfilled that a blessed 

religion enjoins to the departing. But even then, 
to write upon any other subject,— to seek, by the ex- 
pression of a mournful tenderness, to win back the 
attention of a mind now hovering on the precincts 
of immortality ! Still I tried, and she sent me 
word " that she loved that I should write,— that the 
sight of my little note brought back pleasant recol- 

GG 
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It remains now but to tell of the deep and silent 
progress of the insidious disease^— of the shadows 
that gathered and darkened as '* the night was coming 
on^ in which no man can work." Her pulse had 
been reduced^ the dropsical symptoms subdued, but 
hectic fever took their place, and no hope brightened 
for her. Still her serenity was unimpaired, — the 
powers of her mind imeclipsed : her patience was 
admirable. 

Only within the last week the low delirium was 
sometimes perceptible which so often precedes dis- 
solution. The evening before her death she listened 
with occasional expressions of interest, and even of 
admiration, to some passages from the works of 
Archbishop Leighton, which she had desired might 
be read to her ; and in her prayer-book (a precious 
legacy presented by Mrs. Browne to the friend who 
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loved her best) it is recorded^ that that beautiful pcgr- 
tion of Scripture, the Epistle of St. James, c. I, 
V. xvii, contains the last words on which the failing 
eyes rested of Felicia Hemans : 

'' Receive with meekness the engrafted word which 
is able to save your souls." 

She expired at nine o'clock in the evening of 
Saturday, the 15th day of May, as if anticipating 
the Sabbath-rest, quite exhausted, and fading away 
in the tranquil transition of sleep, and it is fervently 
hoped without much suffering. 



Her dear remains were committed to a grave 
within St Anne*s Church, Dawson •street, close to 



Qod 
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the house in which she died.* No memorial^ as yet, 
marks the place of her rest : even amid its chill 
lonely stillness a whisper arises — 

" Wait only : soon 
Thou also shalt sleep !"f 



* There was something very painful and repugnant to the feel- 
ings of some who loved her, in this destination : better if 
the half-expressed wish of her heart might have been ac- 
complished — " To thy earthy mother I take home Ihy weary 
one!" But it avails not: they are re-united in heaven. 

It was a comfort to find, afterwards, that this regret was 
shared : her sister says, ^' I know what a weakness it is to 
mind these things, yet it is sadly painful to me to think of 
her lying in that strange city, in the midst of noise and 
crowds : she, — such a creature of the woods and mountains ! 
1 had the most anxious desire that she might, if possible, be 
laid beside our dear mother; but ♦ • ♦ 



f " Warte nur ! — balde 
SchlaflFst du auch V'—QoSlhe. 
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The writer cannot commit the pages (now just 
issuing (rom the press) into the hands of the public, 
without confessing some aching feelings of anxiety 
both as to the reception they may meet, and the man- 
ner in which she has filled up the scanty outline she 
had traced for herself, of one who she so admired. 
She had little thought of doing even as much as now 
appears, when she first attempted to make the " Re- 
collections of Mrs. Hemans, written in the library 
at Wavertree" intelligible by the addition of a few 
notes ; but the materials have grown under her 
hands. 

Accustomed to live solely with those who take 
little interest in literary or imaginative subjects, but 
whose society is too dear and too precious to her to 
permit such an interest to be missed ; conscientiously 
silent on these matters to aU around her, and re- 
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luctant to letter-writiBg, she has habituated herself, 
as the early part of this yolame will have shown^ 
thus to pour forth her concentrated feelings^ and has 
found a resource in 

" Cet art cousolateur. 

Qui confie au papier les sentiments du coeur." 

DeLiUe. 



She fancies (with a delusion which is probably 
common to the warmth of friendship) that no one 
knew so well> or appreciated so tenderly, the highly 
gifted being who she has attempted to portray. The 
world has formed its own estimate of Mrs. Hemans' 
poetry ; on its merits she has not enlarged ; but she 
has shewn the poetess as she lived and moved in 
society ; the admired and the celebrated, withdrawn 
from the glare of the world and its adulations, and 
sequestered in the darkened and lonely chambers of 
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languor^ of sickness^ and of death. It may be that 
the scanty record thus sketched by one quite ig- 
norant (as will be but too obvious from its disjointed 
appearance) of the craft and mysteiy of authorship, 
will be recognised as possessing a truth and indi- 
viduality which will atone for all its defects: it 
may be that it will bear with it the internal evidence 
of having been traced from the centre of that limited 
circle of intimacy in which the views of character 
are at once the closest and most just 

If the writer had had recourse to the usual re- 
sources of authorship, she might have drawn from 
the recesses of her own writing-table, a series of Mrs. 
Hemans* letters which would probably have been re- 
ceived by the world with interest and admiration ; 
but of such a profanation of the treasures of friend-* 
ship she never once thought : the same feeling which 
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made her deny them toothers, has debarred her from 
exhibiting them herself; and in one instance onlj 
has she denated &om this determination. 

The substance of the following letter, jost unexpec- 
tedly receired, has given her such satisfaction and 
comfort, that she has ventured to transcribe a part 
of it here; and- the dear writer nrast forgive her if 
(feeling how superior it is in interest to anything 
that has previously been inserted in these pages)she 
has found it impossible to communicate in any words 
but his own, the precious details which it conveys. 

* ♦ ♦ ''I trust you will excuse my 
troubling you with a letter, (which I have been un- 
able to refrain from doing— hearing of your intention 
with regard to my dear mother's memory,) to ex« 
press the very sincere pleasure it has given me to 



MRS. HBMAN8. 415 

fiad that this subject will at last be handled by (me 
who, of all the friends who survive her, * * 
for I am convinced that none understood all the 
beauty of her character and heart more fully than 
yourself, or with more true affection, and hers for 
you never diminished to the last. I am sure she 
always looked back to the hours that she had passed 
with you as some of the brightest in her life. 



"I also, my dear Mrs. , look back to the 

many happy evenings that I have passed with you 
and her as amongst the most interesting of that part 
of my Hfe, which must always be a lode-star in my 
fiiture path,— th§ period in which I enjoyed the con- 
stant intercourse of such a noble being, and from 
which I have imbibed every high and pure sentiment 
I may possess. • ♦ ♦• » 
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" I understand you mean to speak of the beautiful 
resignation and serenity of her last days, * * 
and this^ too^ has given me pleasure. * * 

** I do not think I can tell you much with regard 
to that interesting period^ but my own feelings as to 
her state of mind at the time^ I am confident your 
kindness will be interested in. 

*' It is worthy of relating to you how much, for 
a few months before the last, her memory seemed to 
dwell upon the recollections and associations of her 
early life, and of the old mansion on the sea-shore, 
where the greatest share of it was passed : of this 
house and its neighbourhood she then talked to me 
very frequently, and seemed to dwell on the subject 
with pleasure. She told me also that she intended, 
if she recovered, to write a little prose volume, to be 
called ' Recollections of a poet*s childhood/ in which 
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the memory of these scenes, and of her early thoughts 
and feelings should he emhodied. 

" It was, I think, ahout five months hefore her de- 
cease that the idea of approaching death first pre- 
sented itself to her, and without agitating or depres- 
sing her in the least; and what struck me most, 
latterly, was the child-like simplicity and gentle- 
ness of all that she thought and said; and her 
peace of mind was so great, that she could not hear 
to have any one condoling with her ; and I have heard 
her say ' that she really did not need pity, for she 
would not change her condition with that of any one 
in Duhlin'; and I know that she has often said hefore, 
hoth in sickness and in health, ' that she should con- 
sider her dying day as the happiest of her life/ 

"Her love of flowers continued to the last; and 
she used constantly to have me to read to her, even 
when she could not comprehend the tenor of what 

HH 
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I read, and onlj seemed to feel a Inlliiig and trail* 
quillising e£^t from the somid of the words. It is 
an instance of ' the mllDg passion, strong in death/ 
that very nearly the last words I heard her utter, a 
few hoars before the end, whilst I was sitting with 
a book by her bed-side, were * Charlie, what are you 
reading ?' and when I replied what it was, she said» 
'Well, do you like it ?' — She had frequent wander- 
ings of mind daring the last week, but the images 
which she dwelt on when she spoke were mostly 

beautiful, and with no terror in them ; and her re- 
lease was as peaceful as an infaut falling to sleep : 

she uttered a scarcely audible sigh, and expired !" 

• • • • • 

^ Sleep after toQ, port after stormj seas. 

Peace after war, death after life, doth please.*'* — Spenser* 

* ** 1 have alwa3r8 been impressed with an idea that the approach of actual 
deatii prodaees a sensation similar to that of falling asleep. Con- 
somptiTe patients are sometimes in a dying state during several days ; 
they appear at sndi times to suffer little, imd to langnish fbr complete 
dissolnnon. I have known them express great nneasiness when they 
have heevk recalled from insensibility by the 9orrow8 or the attentions 

of their friends or attendants. The impmairaia of preset ob- 

ject&i and tiiose recalled by memonr, are influenced by the extreme 
debility of the patient, whoae wish u fiir tAiobUe rest.**— Fcrrisr. 
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A marble tablet with the following inscription has 
been placed in the Cathedral of St Asaph^ beneath 
one inscribed with the name of Mrs. Hemans* mother. 




— " Earth was not her home^ — 



She has returned to those she loved, in heaven.^ 



/' 



